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PASSAGES FROM HAWTHORNE'S 

NOTE-BOOKS IN FRANCE AND 
ITALY. 



FLORENCE (COSTIHUED). 

r^nUNESth. — I went tliis morning to the TJffizi 

:*■■ I J ;;;iilm'. Tin! entrance is from tlic great court 
|/CLi^\j C'i the- pabsee, which coniiiiiitiii'iilre with Lung' 
Arno at oiie end, and with the Grand Ducal Piazza at 
the other. The gallery is in the upper story of the 
palace, and in the vestibule are some ousts of the 
princes and cardinals of the Medici family, — none of 
them beautiful, one or two so ugly us to be ludicrous, 
especially one who is all but buried in Ins own wig. I 
at first travelled slowly through Ihe whole extent of this 
long, long gallery, which occupies the entire length of 
the palace on both sides of the court, and ia full of 
sculpture ami pictures, 'i'lie latter, being opposite lo 
the light, are not seen to the best advantage; but it 
is the most perfect eollecliou, in a chronological si-rus, 
that I have seen, comprehending specimens of all (lie 
masters since painting began to he an art. Hera arc 
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Giotto, and Oimabne, anil But tiff 'Hi, :i:iil Fra Angeiico, 
and Fdippo Lippi, and a hundred others, who have 
haunted me. in churches ami galleries ever since J have 
been in Italy, aiid who outfit to interest me a great deal 
more than they do. Occasionally to-day I was sensible 
of a certain degree of emotion in looking at an old 
picture ; as, for example, by a large, dark, ugly picture 
of Christ ixsUL'Liti; the cross and sinking beneath it, when, 
somehow or other, a sense of his agony, and the fearful 
wrong that mankind did (and. dues) its li.edce.uier, and 
the scorn of his enemies, and the sorrow of those who 
loved him, came knocking at, my heart and got on trance 
there. Once more I deem it a pity that; l'mtc-tandsm 
should have entirely laid aside this mode of appealing io 
the religious sentiment. 

I chiefly paid attention to the sculpture, and was 
interested in a long series of busts of the emperors and 
the members of their families, and sonic of the great 
men of Rome. There is a bust of Tompey the Great, 
bearing not the slightest resemblance to that, vulgar and 
iiniutcllcolua! one in the gallery of the Capitol, alto- 
gether a different cast of countenance. I could not 
judge whether il resembled the face of the statue, 
having seen the latter so imperfectly in the duskiness of 
the ball of the Spada Palace. These, I presume, are 
the busts which II r. Powers condemns, from internal 
evidence, as unreliable and conventional. He may be 
right,— and is far more likely, of course, to be right 
than I am, — yet there certainly seems to be character 
in these marble faces, and they differ as much among 
themselves as the same number of living faces might. 
The bust of Caracalla, however, which Towers excepted 
from his Censure, certainly does give stronger assurance 
of its being an individual and faithful portrait, than any 
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other in llic series. All the busts of Caracalla — of 
which I have seen many — give 1 lie same evidence of 
their irnth; and 1 should like, to know what it was in 
this abominable emperor that made him insist upon 
having his aelual liki ncss ]irs-pol n;iU-ti. ivil li a! I 1 lie ugli- 
ness of its animal and moral character. I ml her respect 
him for it, and still more tin: sculptor, whose Land. me- 
thiuks, must have trembled as he wrought the best, 
Generally ihosc wicked old fellows, and their wicked 
wives and daughters, are not so hideous as we might 
expect, Mcssalina, for instance, lias small and pretty 
features, lliougli wilh rather a sensual development of llic 
lower part of the face. The busts, it seemed to me, are 
usually superior as works of art to those in llic Capiiol, 
and either better preserved or more thoroughly restored. 
The bust nf Nero m i_«rlit- almost be called huiulsomc here, 
though bcariiii." Ins likeness unmistakably. 

I wish some competent person would undertake to 
analyze and develop his eharacier, and how and by what 
necessity- -wilh all his elegant, tastes bis love of the 
beautiful, llis artist nature — he grew to be such a mon- 
ster. Nero has never yet. had justice done liiin, nor have 
any of the wicked emperors ; not that. I suppose tbcni lo 
have been any less monstrous than history represents 
them; but there must surely have been something in 
tlieir position and eircum stances to render the terrible 
moral disease which sci/ed up: in them so gem ■rally almost 
inevitable. A wise and profound man, tender and rev- 
erent of the human soul, and capable of appreciating it 
in its height ami depth, has a great field here for the 
exercise of his powers. It has struck me, in reading flic 
history of the Kalian republics, that many of the tyrants, 
who sprung up after the destruction of their liberties, 
resembled the worst of the Roman emperors. The sub- 
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ject of Nero and Lis brethren has often perplexed me 
with vain desires to come at tlie truth. 

There were many beautiful specimens of antique, ideal 

sculpture all along the gallery, — ApoMos, Baechuses, 
Yenuses, _\Iercuns, Fauns, — wish (lie general fNiaractcr 
of all of which I was fumiiiui* enough to recognize them 
at a glance. The mystery and wonder of ilie gallery, 
lioivcvcr, the Venus do' .Medici, 1 couli! nowhere .see, am! 
indeed was almost, afraid to .see it ; for I somewhat appre- 
hended ihe cxiincliou of another of Ihose lights that 
shine along a man's pathway, and go out in a simff the 
instant he comes within eyeshot of tin; fulfilment of his 
hopes, Yly European experience lias extinguished many 
such. I was pretty well eonteuted, therefore, not tu 
find the famous statue ilr the whole of my long journey 
from end to end of the gallery, which terminates on the 
opposite side of the court from that where it commences. 
Tin; ceiling, by the by, through the entire length, is cov- 
ved with a composi- 



tion of stone smooth i 


md polished like marble. The 


final piece of sculpture. 


at the end of the gallery, is a 


copy of the Laocoon, 


considered very fine. I know 


not why, but it did l 


lot impress me with the sense 


of mighty and terrible 


repose — a repose growing out 


of Ihe infinitude of tr 


ouble — that I had felt to. the 



original. 

Parallel with the gallery, on both sides of the palace- 
court, there runs a series of rooms devoted eliidly to 
pictures, although si.alues anil bas-reliefs are likewise 
eouiainei! in seine of tlicni. I remember an uiiiinislied 
lias-relief by Michael Ange'.o of a Holy Family, which I 
touched with my linger, because it seemed as if lie might 
have been at. work upon it only an hour ago. The pic- 
tures I did little more llian glance at, till 1 had almost 
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completed again the circuit of llic gallery, Ih rough litis 
series of parallel rooms, and then I came upon a collec- 
tion of Freucli and Dutch and 1'leinish masters, all of 
which interested me more than the Italian generally. 
There was a beautiful picture by Claude, almost as good 
as those in the Drit.ish National Gallery, and very like ill 
subject; the sun near the horizon, of course, and throw- 
ing: its line of light over the ripple of water, with ships 
at the strand, and one or two palaces of stately archi- 
tecture oil the shore. Landscapes by Rombrandl ; fat 
Graces and other plump iiinliiics by Kubens : brass pans 
and earthen pots and herrings by Turners and other 
Dutchmen ; none by Gerard Douw, I think, but several 
by Mieris ; all of which were like bread and beef and ale, 
after having been fed foe long on made dishes. This is 
really a wonderful collection of pictures ; and from first 
to last — from Giodo to the men of yesterday — they are 
in admirable condition, and may be appreciated for all the 
merit that they ever possessed. 

1 could not quite believe that I was not to find flic 
Venus de' Medici ; and still, as I passed from one room 
to another, my breath rose and fell a little, with the half- 
hope, lialf-fear, that slie mk'hl stand before me. Really, 
I did not know that I cared so much about Venus, or 
any possible woman of marble. At last, when I had 
come from anion!: I lie Dutchmen, 1 believe, and was look- 
ing at- sonic works of Italian artists, chiefly Horentines, 
1 (taught a glimpse of her through the door of flic nest 
room. It is the best room of the series, oelagonn'. in 
shape, and hung with red damask, and the light comes 
down from a row of window s, passing quite round, be- 
neath an octagonal dome. The Venus stands somewhat 
aside from the centre of the room, and is surrounded 
by an iron railing, a pace or two from her pedestal 
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In front, and leas behind. I think slie might safely be 
left to tlie reverence her womanhood would win, with- 



out any other protection. She is very beautiful, very 
satisfactory; and has a fresh and new charm about her 
unreached by any east or copy. The hue of the mar- 
ble is just so much mellowed by lime, as io do for her 
all I hat Gibson tries, or ought to try to do for his statues 
by color, soften in; lier, warming her almost impercep- 
tibly, making her an inmate of the heart, as well as a 
spiritual existence. ] felt, a kind of tenderness for her ; 
an affection, mil. as if she were one woman, but all wo- 
manhood in one. Her modest attitude, which, before I 
saw her I had net liked, deeming thai it might, be an ar- 
tificial shame, is partly what unmakes her as the lieaiiien 
goddess, and softens her into woman. There is a slight 
decree of alarm, too, in her face; not that she really 
t:iinks anybody is looking at her, yet. tin: idea has flitted 
through her mind, and startled her a little. Her face is 
si) hcaiiliful ami intellectual, that it is not da/j.led out of 
sight by licr form. Meiliink.s iliis was a triumph for the 
sculptor to achieve. I may as well stop here. It is of 
no use to throw heaps of words upon her; for they all 
fall away, and leave her standing in chaste and naked 
grace, as untouched as when I began. 

She has suffered terribly by the mishaps of her long 
e\ isle nee in the inarhle. Each of her legs iris been bio ken 
into two or three fragments, her arms have been severed, 
ber body has been broken quite across at, (lie waist, her 
head has been snapped off at (he neck. Furl net-more, 
there have been grievous wounds and losses of substance 
in various tender parts of her person. But on account 
of the skill with which the statue has been restored, and 
»Ut> because the idea is perfect and indestructible, all 
these injuries do not in the least impair the effect, even 
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when you spc where lite dissevered fragments have been 
reunited. She is just as whole as when she left the 
hands of the sculptor. I am glad to have seen lliis 
Venus, and io have found her so tender and so chaste. 
On the wall of the room, and Io be taken in at the same 
glance, is a painted Venus by Titian, reclining ou a couch, 
naked and lustful. 

'['he. room of I In' Venus seems to he the freasure-piaee 
of the whole Urfi/i Palace, containing more pictures by 
famous masters than are to be found in all the rest of the 
gallery. There were several by Raphael, and the room 
was crowded with the easels of artists. I did not look 
half enough at. anything. Init merely took a preliminary 
taste, as a prophecy of enjoyment to come. 

As we were at dinner to-day, at half past three, there 
was a rhiLT at the door, and a niimde after our servant 
brought, a card. Jl was Mr. liehert Browning's, and on 
it was written in pencil an invitation for us to go to see 
lliein litis evening, lie )iad left the card anil gnr.e away ; 
but very soon the bell rant; again, and he bad come hack, 
bavin!: torso! ten In give his address. This time he came 
in; and he shook hands with all of us, children and 
grown people, and was very vivacious and agreeable, 
fie looked younger and even handsomer than when I 
saw him in London, two years ago, and his gray hairs 
seemed fewer than those that bad then strayed into his 
youtlifid head, lie talked a wonderful qaatitilyin a little 
time, and told us — among oilier things I hat we should 
never have dreamed of — that Italian people will not 
cheat you, if you construe thorn generously, aud put 
them upon their honor. 

J[r, Browning was very kind and warm in his expres- 
sions of pleasure at seeing as; and, on our part, we 
were a.l very glad w meet him. He must be an exceed- 



ed by Google 



. They are to leave Flor 
to Normandy, I think he i 



to see the Browning ; and, after some search and in- 
quiry, we found the Casa Guidi, which is a palace in a 
street not very far from our own. It being dusk, I 
could not sue the exterior, which, if 1 remember, Brown- 
ing has celebrated in sung ; at all events, .Mrs, Browning 
lias called one of her poems " Casa Guidi Windows." 

The street is a narrow one ; but on entering the pal- 
ace, we found ;i spacious staircase and ample accommo- 
dations of vestibule and ball, the latter opening on a 
balcony, where we could hear the chanting of priests in a 
church close by. Browning told us (kit tins was the 
first church where an oratorio had ever been performed. 
He came into the anteroom to greet, us, as did his litlh: 
boy, Hobrrr, whom they cull l.'einiini fur fondness. The 
hitter cognomen is a diminutive of Apcuuino, which was 
bestowed upon him at his first, advent, into the world be- 
cause he was so very small, (here being a statue in Flor- 
ence of colossal size called Apeioiiuo. I never saw such 
a boy as this before; so shinier, fragile, and spirit -like, 
— not as if he were actually in ill health, but as it be had 
little or nothing to do with human llesh and blood. His 
face is very pretty and most intelligent, anil exceedingly 
like his mother's. He is nine years old, and seems at 
once less childlike and less manly than would befit that 
ago. I should not quite like to be the father of such a 
hov, and should fear to slake so much interest anil affec- 
tion on him as he cannot fail to inspire, i wonder what 
is to become of him, — whether be will ever grow to be 
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a man, — whether it is desirable that Le should. Hia 
patents ouglit to turn their whole attention to making 

him robust and earthly, and to giving hiin it thicker scab- 
bnrd to sheathe bis spirit in. He was horn in Florence, 
and prides himself on being a 1' lore wine., and is indeed 
as uu-Kiiglish a production us if he were native of another 
planet. 

Mrs. Browning met us at the door of the drawing- 
room, and greeted as most, kindly, — a pale, small 
person, scarcely embodied at all ; at any rate, only 
s ubs Ian! in 1 enough to put forth her slender lingers to be 
grasped, and lo speak with a shrill, yet sweet, tenuity of 
voice. Really, I do not see how Mr. Browning eau sup- 
pose, that- he lias an earthly wife any more (ban an earthly 
child; hoth are oftlie elfin race, and will ftii away from 
him some day when he least thinks of it. She is a good 
and kind fairy, however, and swcclK disposed towards 
the human race, although only remotely akin to it. It is 
wonderful to sec how small she is, bow pale her elicek, 
how bright and dark Iter eyes. There is not such another 
figure in the world ; and her black ringlets cluster down 
into her neck, aud make her face look the whiter by their 
sable profusion. I could not form any judgment, about. 
her age ; it may range anywhere within the limits of hu- 
man life or clihi life. When I met her in London at 
Lord Houghton's breakfast -table, she did not impress me 
so singularly ; for the morning light is more prosaic than 
the dim illumination of their great, tapestried drawing- 
room; and besides, sitting next lo her, she did not have 
occasion to raise her voice in speaking, and I was not 
sensible what a slender voice she has. It is marvellous 
to me how so extraordinary, so acute, so sensitive a crea- 
ture can impress us, as she does, with the certainty of 
her benevolence. It seems lo me there were a million 
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chances to one tint she would Ijnve been a miracle of 
;n.'ii! : !v and bitterness. 

We were not the only guests. Mr. and Mrs. E— — , 
Americans, recently from the East, and on intimale 
terms wit It tlio Brownings, arrived after us: also Miss V. 
H , ail English literary lady, whom I hare met, sev- 
eral times in Liverpool: and lastly eame the white head 

and palmer-like beard of Mr. with his daughter, 

Mr. Browning was very eflieieul. in keeping up conversa- 
tion with everybody, and seemed to ho in all parts of the 
room and in every group at !he same moment. ; a most vivid 
and quiek-thouglited person, logical and eommon-sensi- 
ble, as, I presume, poets generally are in their daily talk. 

Mr. , us usual, was hmne.lv au:l plain of manner, 

with anold-fiishiiincd dignity, nevertheless, and a remark- 
ahle deference and gentleness of tone in addressing Mrs. 
Browning. I doubt., however, whether he has aiiv high 
appreciation either of her poetry or her husband's, and it 
is my impression thai they care as little about his. 

We had some tea and some strawberries, anil passed a 
pleasant evening. There was no very noteworthy con- 
versation ; the most, interesting Inpic hem!; that disagree- 
able and now wearisome one of spiritual communications, 
as regards which Airs. Browning is a believer, and liei 

husband an inlidel. Mr. appeared not. to have made 

up Ins mind on the matter, but. told a story of a success- 
ful communication between Cooper the novelist and bis 
sister, who had been dead fifty years. Browning and his 
wife hail both been present at a spiritual session held by 
Mr. Hume, and had seen and felt the unearthly hands, 
oue of which had placed a laurel wreath on Mrs. Brown- 
ing's head. Browning, however, avowed ids belief that 
t lies j hands were affked to the feet of Mr. Hume, who 
lay extended in his chair, wiili his legs stretched far 
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under tlie table. The inarvdlousness of (lie fact, as I 
liave read of it, and heard it from other cye-wiluesses, 
melted strangely uwa\ in his hearty gripe, and at the 
sharp touch of his logic; while his wife, ever and anon, 
put, in a little gentle word of expostulation. 

I am rather surprised that Brown in g\s conversation 
should lie so clear, and so much to the purpose at the 
moment, since his pocky can .seldom proceed far without 
running into the high grass of latent meanings and ob- 
scure allusions. 

Mrs, Browning's healih does not permit late hours, so 
we began to take leave at about ten o'clock. I heard 

her ask Mr. if he did not mean to revisit "Kurope, 

and heard him answer, not iineheerfully, taking hold of 
his while hair, " It is gelling rather loo late in the even- 
ing now," If any old age can be cheerful, I should 
think his might be ; so good a man, so eool, so calm, so 
bright, too, we may say. His life has been like the davs 
that end in pleasant sunsets, tic lias a great loss, how- 
ever, or what ought to be a great loss, - soon to be en- 
eotintcred in the dealh of his wife, who. I Ihink. eau 
hardly live to reach America. He is not eminently an 
alTecliouale man. I take him to be one who cannot get 
closely Iiukjc to his sorrow, nor feel it so sensibly as lie 
gladly 11 onkl , and. in consequence of thai deficiency, I he 
world lacks substance to him. It is partly the result, 
perhaps, of his not haviiiL- sufficiently cultivated his emo- 
tional nature. His poetry shows it, and his personal 
intercourse, though kindly, does not Stir One's blood ill 

I he least. 

Little Pcnnini, during the evening, sometimes helped 
t'le iHiesls to cake and strawberries ; joined in the con- 
versation, when he had anything to say, or sat down 
upon a couch to enjoy his own meditations. lie lias 
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had iiijlliiug but iis usual stones, and the show of yester- 
day scorned so much the more inestimable as having been 
90 evanescent. Around the walls of the court there 
were still sonic pieces of splendid tapestry which had 
made part of yesterday's magnificence. We went up the 
slairease, of regally broad and easy ascent, and made 
unpheatinn to lie admitted to see 1 ; ic LTand-dneal apart- 
ments. An attendant accordingly took the keys, and 
ushered us first iulo a great hail with a vaulicd Ceiling, 
and then through a series of noble rooms, with rich [res- 
ells above and mosaic floors, Imng wil.li damask, adorned 
with gilded chandeliers, ami glowing, in short, with more 
gorgeousuess Ihan .1 could have imagined beforehand, or 
can now remember. In many of the rooms were those 
superb antique, cabinets which I admire more than any 
other furnilure ever in vented ; only these were of unex- 
ampled art and glory, inlaid wilh precious stones, and 
with beautiful Florentine mosaics, both of flowers and 
landscapes, —each cabinet worth a lifetime's toil to make 
it, and the cost a whole palace to pay for it. Many of the 
rooms were covered with arras, of landscapes, liunting- 
seenes, mythological subjects, or historical scenes, equal 
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(.0 pictures in truth of representation, and posscsshic; an 
iijiiiiseribiib'i; richness Unit makes them preferable as a 
mere adornment, of princely hails a:nl chambers. Some 
oft be rooms, as 1 have said, were laid in mosaic of stone 
and marble, otherwise in lovely patterns of various 
woods; others were covered villi carpers, delightful to 
tread upon, and flowing iike l.lie living Hour of flowers 
which my wife saw yesterday. There were tables, too, 
of Florentine mosaic, the mere m a I.e. rials of which — ■ 
lapis W.uli, malachite, pearl, and a hundred other pre- 
cious things — were worth a fortune, and made a thou- 
sand times more valuable by the artistic skill of the man- 
ufacturer. I toss together brilliant words by the handful, 
and make a rude sort of patchwork, but can record no 
adequate idea of what I saw ill this suite of rooms; 
and the taste, the subdued splendor, so that it did not 
shine too high, hut. was all tempered into an effect, at 
once grand mid soft, — this was quile as remarkable lit 
the gorgeous muierial, 1 have seen a \'f:\-\ da//.liug 
effect produced in the principal cabin of an American 
clipper-ship quite opposed to this in taste. 

Alter milking the circuit of the graud-ducal apart- 
ments, we went into a door m the left wing of the 
palace, and ascended a narrow flight of stairs, - ■ several 
tortuous flights indeed, ■ to t Fie pictnre-gallcrj. It fills 
a great many stalely halls, which themselves arc well 
worth a visit for the architecture mid frescos ; only these 
matters become, commonplace alter travelling through u 
mile or two of them. The collection of pictures — as 
well for their number as for the celebrity and excellence 
of many of them — is the most interesting that I have 
seen, and I do not yet feel in a condition, nor perhaps 
ever shall, to speak of a single one. II gladdened my 
very heart to find that they were not darkened out of 
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sight, nor apparently at all injured by time, but were 
well kept and varnished, brilliantly framed, and, no 
doubt, restored by skilful touches if any of them needed 
it. The artists and amateurs mav say what, they like ; 
for my part, I know no drearier' feeling than that in- 
spired by a ruined picture, — ruined, that is, by time, 
damp, or rough treatment, — and I would a thousand 
times ralher an artist should do bis best towards reviv- 
ing it, than bave it left in such a condition. I do not 
believe, however, that these pictures have been sacri- 
legiously interfered with ; at all events, I saw in the 
masterpieces no touch hut what seemed worthy of the 
master-baud. 

The most beautiful picture in the world, I am con- 
vinced, is Raphael's " Madonna della S;-ggiola." I was 
familiar with it in a hundred engravings and copies, and 
therefore it shone upon me as with a familiar beauty, 
though infinitely more divine than I had ever seen it 
before. An artist was copying it, and prodneine cer- 
tainly something very like a fae-simile, yet leaving out, 
as a matter of course, that mysterious something that 
renders (he picture a miracle. It. is my present opinion 
that the pictorial art is capable of something more like 
magic, more wonderful and inscrutable in its methods, 
than poetry or any other mode of developing the beau- 
tiful. But how does this accord with what I have been 
saying only a minute ago? How then can the decayed 
picture of a great muster ever be restored by- the touches 
of an inferior hand ? Doubtless it never can be re- 
stored; but let some devoted worshipper do his utmost, 
and the whole inherent spirit of the divine picture may 
pervade his restorations likewise. 

I saw the " Three Fates " of Michael Angelo, which 
were also being copied, as were many other of the 
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best pictures. "Miss Fanny Howorth, wliom I met 
in the gallery, told ine that, to copy the "Madonna 
della Peggiola/' application must be made five years 
beforehand, so many arc the artists who aspire to copy 
it. Michael Augolo's 1'aies arc three very grim and 
pitiless old women, who respectively spin, hold, and cut 
the (bread of human destiny, all in a mood of somhre 
gloom, but with no more sympathy than if they had 
nothing to do with us. I remember seeing an etching 
of this when J was a child, ami bcin<r si ruck, even then, 
wilii I lie terrible, stent, passionless severity, neither lov- 
ing us nor hating us, that characterizes these ugly old 
women. If they were angry, or bad the least spite 
against human kind, it would render them the more 
tolerable. They are a great worn, oonlniuing and rep- 
resenting; the very idea that makes a belief in fate such 

a cold torture to the tinman soul. God give me Ihe 
sure belief in his Providence ! 

In a year's time, with the advantage of access to this 

magnificent gallery, 1 think I might conic to have some 
lit lie knowledge of pictures. At present I still know 
nothing ; but am glad lo find myself capable, at. least, of 
loving one picture better than another. 1 caniml always 
"keep the heights I gain," however, and after admiring 
and being moved by a picture one day, it is within my 
experience to look at it the next as little moved as if 
it were a tavern-sign. It is pretty much the same with 
statuary ; Ihe same, too, villi those pictured windows of 
the Duomo, which I described so rapturously a few days 
ago. I looked at them again the next morning, and 
thought they would have been hardly worthy of my eulo- 
gtutti, even bad all the separate windows of I lie Cathe- 
dral combined their narrow lights into one grand, re- 
splendent, many-colored arch at the eastern end. It is a 
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pity they arc so narrow. .Kagland lias many a great 
chancel-window that, though tJLiiririor in its hues, dusty, 
nuit [):!r;iii|js i::::<.b: up uf helerogi-neous tragi t.e:r.;, eclipses 
those by its spacious breadth. 

From the gallery, I went into the Boboli Gardens, 
which are contiguous to the palace; but- found thctn 
too sunny for enjoyment. They stem to consist partly 
of a wilderness; but, the portion into which I strayed was 
laid out with straight walks, lined with high box-hedges, 
along which chore was only a narrow margin of shade. 
I saw an amphitheatre, with a wide sweep of marble seat 
around it, enclosing a grassy space, where, doubtless, the 
Medici may have witnessed spicniiid spectacles. 

June Jl/A. — I paid anotlicr visit to tlie t-llm gatery 
this morning, and found that the Venus is one of the 
things the eliarm of which does not diminish on belter 
acquaintance. Tlie world lias no', ■j-riwa weary of her in 
all these ages; and mortal man may look oil her with 
new delight, from infancy to old age, and keep the mem- 
ory of her, I should imagine, as one of the treasures of 
sairilual e\istem\: aereatior. Surely, it makes tne more 
ready to believe in the high destinies of t.be human race, 
to think that this beautiful form is but nature's plan for 
all womankind, and that [he nearer the actual woman 
approaches it, the more natural she is. 1 do not, and 
cannot think of her as a senseless image, but as a being 
that lives to gladden the world, incapable of decay and 
ticni.li ; as .ymiiur and fair to-day as she was three thou- 
sand years ago, and still to lie young and fair as long as 
a beautiful thought shall require physical embodiment, 
1 wonder how any sculptor has bad I he impertinence to 
aim at any other presentation of female beauty. I mean 
no disrespect to Gibson or Powers, or a hundred other 



sted by G00gle 



1858.] ITALY. 21 

men who people Hie world wit.li nudities, all of which 
are abortions as compared willi her ; but 1 think the 
world would be all the richer if their Ycnuses, their 
Greek Slaves, their Eves, were burnt into quicklime, 
leaving us only this statue as our image of the beautiful. 
I observed to-day thai ihc eyes of I lie statue arc sligblly 
hollowed out, in a peculiar way, so as to give them a 
look of depth and intelligence. She is a miracle. The 
sculptor must have wrought religiously, and have felt 
thai soiuclhing iiir beyond his own skill was working 
through his hands. I maw. to leave oil' .-peaking of the 
Venus hereafter, in niter despair of saying whal 1 wish ; 
especially as the cuiiU'iuplulion of the statue will refine 
and elevate niy tasle, and make it mint inn ally more dilli- 
eult to express my sense of its excellence, as the percep- 
tion of it grows upon me. If at any time I become less 
sensible of it, it will be my deterioration, not an; defect 
in the statue. 

I looked at many of the pictures, and found myself in 
a favorable mood for enjoying them. It seems to me 
that a work of art is entitled to credit for all that it 
makes us feel in our best moments ; and we must judge 
of its merits by the impression it then makes, and not 
by the coldness and insensibility of our less genial moods. 

After leaving the I" llizi Palace, .... 1 went, into the 
Museum of Natural History, near the P i It i Palace. It 
is a very good collection of almost everything that Na- 
ture has made, — or exquisite copies of what, she has 
made, — stones, shehs, vegetables, insects, lislies, ani- 
mals, man ; the greatest wonders of the museum being 
some models in wax of all parts of the human frame. It 
is good to have the wholeness and summed-up beauty of 
woman in (he memory, when looking at the details of her 
syslem as hero displayed; for these last, to the natural 
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eye, are by no means beautiful. But they are what 

belong only tn our mortality. The beauty tiiat, makes 
them invisible is Our immortal type, which we shall take 
away with us. "Under glass cases, there were some 
singiear and li->n'ib!y trulLfi.l representations, in small 
\va\ figures, of a time of pestilence ; the lusty burial, 
or tossing into one common sepulchre, of discolored 
corpses, — a very ugly piece of work, indeed. I think 
Murray says that Ihrse things were made for the Grand 
I) like (.'usijio ', and if so, t.li=.-\ do him no (-red J, indicating 
something dark and morbid in his character. 

June YMh. — We called a( the Powers' s yesterday 
morniiiij to leave H. - - there for an liuuv or two to play 
with the children; and it bring not yet quite time for 
the f'ifii l'a'aee, we stepped into the studio. Soon Mr. 
Powers made his appearance, in bis dressing-gown ami 

slippers ami sculptor's cap, smoking a cigar He 

was very cordial and p'easant, as I have always found 
him, and began immediately to be communicative about, 
his own works, or any other subject that came up. There 
were two casts of the Venu.s uV Mcdiet in the rooms, 
which he said were valuable in a commercial point of 
view, being genuine easts from the mould taken from the 
statue. He then gave us a quite unexpected but most 
interesting lecture on the Venus, demonstrating it, as lie 
proceeded, by reference, to the points which lie criticised. 
The figure, he seemed to allow, was admirable, though I 
think he hardly classes it so high as his own Greek Slave 
or Eva; hut. the face, be bo^aii with saying, was that of 
an idiot. Then, leaning on the pedestal of the cast, he 
continued, " II is rather a hold thing to say, isn't it, 
that the sculptor of the Venus de' Medici did not know 
what he was about V " 
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Trulv, it appeared to me so ; but Powers went on 
remorselessly, and showed, in 1 lie first place, that the 
eye was not like any eye that Kature ever made; and, 

indeed, behn: c\au:uiru closely, and ii':i«t ruftt'il from (lift 
rest of the face, it has a very queer look, — less like a 
human eye than a half- worn buttonhole! Then he at- 
tacked the ear, which, he affirmed and demonstrated, 
was placed a good deal too low on the head, thereby- 
giving an arlihVml and monstrous height to the portion 
of the head above it. The forehead met with no better 
treatment in his kinds, and as to the mouth, it was al- 
together wrong, as well in its general make as in such 
niceties as the junction ot the skin of ihe lips to the com- 
mon skin around them. In a word, the poor face was 
haltered nil to pieces and utterly demolished; nor was 
it possible to doubt or question that it fell by its own 
demerits. All tha! ei.mld be urged in its defence — and 
even that I did not urge — being that this very face had 
alfeoted me, only the day before, with a seii.se of higher 
beauty and intelligence than I bad ever then received 
from sculpture, and that its expression seemed to accord 
with that of the whole figure, us if it were 1 he sweetest 
note of the same music. There must be something in 
this; the sculptor disregarded technicalities, and the im. 
itation of actual nature, the better to produce the effeot 
which he really does produce, ill somewhat the same 
way as a painter works his magical illusions hv touches 
that have no relation to the truth if looked at from 
the wrong point of view. But Powers considers it 
certain that the antique sculptor had bestowed all his 
care on the study of the human figure, and really did 
not know how to make a face. I myself used (o think 
that the face was a much less important thing with the 
(iroekb, among whom Lite entire beauty of the form was 
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Cuiiiinrlv seen, than with ourselves, who allow no other 
nudity. 

After annihilaling the poor visuge, Powers showed us 
bis two busts of Proserpine and Psyche, and continued 
Lis lecture by showing the truth to nature with which 
these are modelled. I freely acknowledge the fact; 
there is no sort of comparison to be made between I lie 
beauty, intelligence, feeling, and accuracy of representa- 
tion in these two faces and in that of the Venus de ! 
Medici. A light — the light of a soul proper to each 
individual character seems tu shine from ilic interior 
of the marble, and beam forth from the feature-, ehieily 
from the eyes. Still insisting upon the eye. and hitting 
the poor Venus another and another and still anolimr 
blow on that unhappy feature, \I>. Powers turned up 
and turned inward and turned out ward his own Titanic 
orb, — tie biggest, by far, that ever I saw in mortal 
head, — and made ns see and confess that there was 
unfiling right, in the Venus and everything right in 
Psyche and Proserpine. To say the truth, their marble 
eyes have life, and, placing yourself in the proper posi- 
tion towards them, you can meet t.lieir glances, and feel 
them mingle with your own. Powers is a great mail, 
and also a tender and delicate one. massive and rude 
of surface as he looks; and it Is rather absurd to feel 
how he impressed his audiloi-, for llie time being, with 
his own evident idea that nobody else is worthy to touch 

marble. Mr. B ■ told me that Powers lias had many 

difficulties on professional grounds, as I Understood 
him, and with his brother artists. No wonder ! He 
has said enough in my hearing to put llim at swords' 
points with sculptors of every epoch and every degree 
between the two inclusive c\trcioes of Phidias and Clark 
Mills. 
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He lias a hust of tlic reigning Grand Duchess of Tus- 
cany, who sat to him for it. The bust is that of a noble. 

looking lads : and Powers remarked thai royal person. 
ages have a certain look that, distinguishes them from 
other people, iitid is seen in individuals of no lower rank. 
They all have it ; the Queen of England and Prince Al- 
bert, have it; and so likewise lias every other Royally, 
although the possession of tins kingly look implies noth- 
ing whatcer as respects kindly and commanding qualiiics. 
He said that, none of our public men, whatever authority 
(bey may have held, or for whatever length of lone, possess 
this look, but he added id'tenvurds l Im: \\ n'hinsrton had it. 
Commanders of armies sometimes have it, but not in the 
degree thai, royal personages do. Tl is, as well as I could 
make out Powers's idea, a certain coldness of demeanor, 
and especially of eye, thai, surrounds them with an atmos- 
phere through which the electricity of human brother- 
hood cannot pass. Prom their youth upward they are 
inu<;ht to feel themselves apart from 1 lie rest of mankind, 
and tliis manner becomes a second nature to them in 
Ciiiscipieuee, and as a safeguard to their conventional dig- 
nity. They pin themselves under glass, as it were (the 
illustration is my own), so that, though you see them, 
and see them looking no more noble and dignified than 
other mortals, nor so much so as many, still they keep 
themselves within a suit, of sanctity, and repel you by an 
invisible barrier. Even if they invite you with a sliow of 
warmth and hospitality, yon cannot get llirough. I, too, 
recognize this look in the. portraits of Washington; in 
him, a mild, benevolent coldness and apartness, but in- 
dicating that formality which seems to have been deeper 
in him than in any other mortal, and which built up 
an actual fortification between himself and human sym- 
pathy. I wish, for once, Washington could come out 
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of his envelopment and show us what Ins real dimensions 

Among other modi: !s of stnlucs heretofore made, Pow. 
ers showed us one of Melancholy, or rather of Content, 
plal.ion, from Hilton's "Ponseroso"; a female figure, 
with uplifted face and rapt look, "communing with the 
skies." It is very fine, and goes deeply into ilil ton's 
thought; but, as far as the outward form and art ion are 
concerned, I remember seeing a rude engraving in my 
childhood that probably suggested the idea. It was pre- 
fixed to a cheap American edition of Hilton's poems, and 
was probably as familiar to Powers as to myself. It is 
very remarkable how difficult it seems to he to strike out 
a new altitude in sculpture; a new group, or a new 
single figure. 

One piece of sculpture Powers exhibited, however, 
which was very exquisite, and such as I never saw be- 
fore. Opening a desk, he took out something carefully 
enclosed between I wo layers of not ton- wool, on removing 
which there appeared a Iki'e baby's hand most delicately 
represented in the whilest marble ; all the dimples where 
the knuckles were to be, all the creases in the plump 
llcsh, every infantine wrinkle of the soft, skin being lov- 
ingly recorded. "The critics condemn minute represen- 
tation," said Powers; "but you may look at this through 
a. microscope and see if it injures t.be general effect. " 
Nalnre herself never made a prettier or truer little hand. 
It was the hand of his daughter, — " Luly's hand," 
Powers called it, — the same that gave my own such a 
frank and friendly grasp when I first met " Lilly." The 
sculptor made it only for himself and his wife, but so many 
people, be said, had insisted on having a copy, that I here 
are now forty scattered about Ilic world. .At sixty years, 
Luly ought to have her hand sculptured again, and give 
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it to licr grandchildren witli the baby's hand of five 

inoiiihs did. 'I'Ih: babv-lmnd lliai hud done nothing, and 
felt only its mother's kiss-, the old lady's band that had 
exchanged the love-pressure, worn 1 he marriage-ring, 
cloned dead eyes, — done a lifetime's work, in short. 
The sentiment is rather obvious, hut true nevertheless. 

Before we went away, Powers took us into a room 
apart — apparently the sccret.est room ho had — and 
showed us sonic tools and miiehiiioi'v, all of Ids own con- 
trivance aud invention. "You see I am a bit of a Yan- 
kee," he observed. 

This lnaeliiueiy is chiefly to facilitate the process of 
modelling !iis works, for — except in port rait -busts — he 
makes uo tiay model as oilier seulpfois do, but models 
directly in the plaster; so that instead of being crtini- 
blcd, like eliiv, the original model remains a permanent 
possession, lie. has also invented a certain open file, 
which is of great use in finishing I lie surface of the mar- 
ble; and likewise a machine for making these iiles and 
for punching holes through iron, ami lie demons! rated its 
ellieiencx by punching a hole (limugh an iron bar, with 
a force equivalent, to ten thousand pounds, 1>\ the mere 
application of a part of his own weight. These inven- 
tions, lie says, are his amusement, and the bent of his 
nature towards sculpture must indeed have been strong, 
to counteract, in an American, surli a capacity for the 
contrivance of steam-engines 

I had no idea of tiding so tnanypasres of this jour- 
nal with the sayings and characteristics of Mr. J Were, 
but the man and his talk are fresh, original, and fall of 
bone and muscle, anil 1 enjoy him much. 

We now proceeded to the Pitti Palace, and spent 
several hours pleasantly in its saloons of pictures. I 
never enjoyed pictures anywhere else as I do iu Hoi- 
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ence. There is an admirable Judith in this gallery by 
Allori; a face of great beauty and depth, and her hand 
clutches the head oi Holoiernos by the hair in a way 
thai startles the spectator. There are two peasant 11a- 
donuas by Muriilu; simple women, yet. ivitli a Ihougbl- 
fn! sense ill" some iligli myslcry connected with the baby 

Rapliael grows upon me ; several other famous paint- 
ers -Guido, lor instance — are lading out of my mind. 
Sitlvator ltosa has two really wonderful landscapes, look- 
ing from the shore seaward; and Rubens too, likewise 
on a large scale, of mounlahi and plain. It is very 
idle and foolish to talk of pictures ; yet, after poring 
over them and into them, it stems a pity to let all the 
thought excited by them pass into nothingness. 

The copyists of pictures are very numerous, both in 
the JPitti and Uffizi galleries; and, unlike sculptors, 
they appear to be on the best of terms with one an- 
other, chatting .sociably, CKC-lirtutciiiLr friendly criticism, 
and giving their opinions as to the best mode of al- 
iasing the d.wed etl'eels. I'crhaps, as aiere copyists, 
they escape the jealousy that loiglil. spring up between 
rival planters attempting to develop original ideas. Miss 
lloworth says that the business of copying pictures, 
especial h lbii.se of Raphael, is .1 regular profession, and 
she thinks it exceedingly obstrocl.ive to the progress 
or existence of a modem school of painting, flu-re being 
a regular demand and sure sale for all copies of the 
old masters, at prices proportioned to tlnjir merit; where- 
as (lie effort to he original insures nothing, e\eept long 
neglect, at the beginning of a career, and probably 
ultimate failure, and the necessity of becoming a copy- 
ist at last. Some arlisls employ themselves from youth 
to age hi nothing else but tlie copying of one single 
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;;i,;i selfsame picture 'iv Kaphae!. ;;:ui grow at last, to in: 
perfectly mechanical, milking, I suppose, tin 1 same iden- 
tical stroke of llic brush in tifty suecessive pictures. 

The weather is very hot now, — hotter in the sun- 
shine, I think, than a midsummer day usually is in 
America, but. will] rather a greater possibility of being 
comfortable in the shade. The nights, too, are warm, 
and the bats fly forth at dusk, and the fireflies quile 
light up the green depths of our little garden. The 
nlmosphere, or something else, ennscs a sort of alacrity 
in my mind and an affluence of ideas, such as they are; 
but it does not thereby make me the happier. I feel an 
impulse to be at work, but am kept idle by the sense of 
being unsettled with removals to be gone through, over 
and over again, before I can shut myself into a quiet 
room of my own, and turn the key. I need monotony 
too, an eventless exterior life, before I can live in the 
world within. 

June 15#i. — Yesterday we went to the UfEzi gallery, 
and, of course, 1 took the opportunity to look again at 
the Venus de' Medici "tier IVwcrs's attack upon her faee. 
Some of the defects he attributed to her J could not see 
in the slatue ; for instance, the ear appeared to be in ac- 
cordance with his own rule, the lowest part of it being 
about in a straight, line with the upper lip. The eyes 
must be given up, as not, when closely viewed, having 
the shape, the curve outwards, the formation of the lids, 
thai, eyes ought to have ; but still, at a proper distance, 
they seemed to have intelligeuee in them beneath the 
shadow east by the brow, I cannot help thinking lhal 
the sculptor intentionally made every feature what it is, 
and calculated I hem all with a view to the desired effect. 
Whatever rules may be transgressed, it is a noble and 
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beautiful face, -morn so, perhaps. Hum if all rules had 
li.'i.'.n obeved. I. wish l'd'.vi'rs wo'.m.l do Ids besi to fit tin"; 
Virus's figure (whieit he docs not. deny to he admirable) 
with a tape which lie would deem equally admirable and 
in accordance with the sentiment of tlie form. 

We looked pretty thoroughly through the gallery, and 
I saw many pictures thai impressed me; but among such 
a multitude, with only one poor mind to take note of 
tluun, the stamp uf each lies impression helps to obliter- 
ate si former one. 1 am sensible, however, liiaf a process 
is going on, ami has been ever since I e;tme to Italy, that 
puts me in a state to site pictures with less toil, and more 
pleasure, and makes me more fastidious, yet more sensi- 
ble of beauty where I saw none before. It is the sign, L 
presume, of a taste still very defective, that I take singu- 
lar pleasure in the elaborate imitations of Van Mieris, 
Gerard Douw, and other old Dutch wizards, who painted 
such brass pots that you can see your face in them, and 
saeli earthen pots that they will surely hold water; and 
who spent: weeks and months in turning a foot or two of 
canvas into a perfect, microscopic illusion of some homely 
scene. For my; part, I wish Raphael had painted the 
" Transfiguration " in this style, at the same time pre- 
serving Ills breadth and grandeur of design; nor do I 
believe that there is any real impediment to the combina- 
tion of the two styles, except that, no possible space of 
human lite could mi flics to cover a quarter part of the 
canvas of the " Transfiguration " with such touches as 
Gerard Douw's. But one feels the vast scope of this 
wonderful art, when we think of two excellences so far 
apart as that of this last, painter ami Ilaphael. I pause a 
good while, loo. before the Ouleh paintings of fruit am! 
flowers, where tulips and roses acquire an immortal 
bloom, and grapes have kept the freshest juice in them 
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for two or three hundred years. Often, in those pictures, 
there is a bird's-nosl, every straw perfectly rep resented, 
and the stray feather, or the down Hint the mother-bird 
plucked from her bosom, with the three or four small 
specked eggs, that, seem as if they might be, yet warm. 
These pret;y miracles have their use in assuring us that 
painters really can do something thai tales hold of us in 
our most matter-of-fact, moods; whereas, the merits of 
the grander style of art may be beyond our ordinary ;iu- 
l>reeiatk>u, and leave us ill doubt whether we have not 
befooled ourselves wilh a false admiration. 

Until we learn to appreciate the cherubs and angels 
that Raphael scalier;; through the blessed air, ill a pic- 
ture of the " Nativity," it is not amiss to look at a 
Dutch fly settling on a peach, or a bumblebee burying 
himself in a flower. 

It is another token of imperfect taste, no doubt, that 
queer pictures ami absurd picture* remain in my memory, 
when better ones pass away by the score. There is a 
picture of Yonus, combing her son Cupid's head with a 
small-tooth comb, and looking with maternal care among 
Ills curls; this 1 shall mil. forget. Likewise, a picture of 
a broad, rubicund Judith by Hardline, - a widow of filly, 
of an easv, Ivmpbalie, cheerful temperament, who has 
just killed liolofernes, and is as self-complacent as if she 
had been carving a goose. What could possibly have 
stirred up this pudding of a woman (unless it were a 
piubliug-sliek) in do such a deed ! I looked with much 
pleasure at, an ugly, old, fat. jolly Bacchus, astride .on a 
barrel, by Rubens ; the most natural and lifelike repre- 
sentation of a tipsy rotundity of flesh that it is possible 
to imagine. And sometimes, amid these sensual images. 
I caught Hie divine pensivcuess of a Madonna's laee, by 
Raphael, or the gbu-y and majesty of the babe Jesus in 
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her arm, with his Father shining through him. This is a 
sort of revelation, whenever it comes. 

This morning, immediately utter breakfast, I walked 
into trie city, meaning to make myself better acquainted 
with its appearance, and to go into its various churches ; 
but it soon grew so hot, that I turned homeward again. 
The interior of tlie Duomo was deliriously cool, to he 
sure, — cool and dim, after the white-hot sunshine; but 
an old woman began to persecute me, so that I came 
: i vv :i v . A ii'iii 1 beggar drove me onl of a.netr.er clm:-r-:i : 
and I took refuge in the street, where the beggar and I 
would have been two cinders together, if we had stood 
long enough on the animj sidewalk. After my five sum- 
mers' experience of I'higlaud, I may have forgotten what 
hot weather is ; hut it does appear to me that an Ameri- 
can summer is not so fervent, as this. Besides the direct, 
rays, the while pavement throws a I'uruaee-heat up into 
one's face ; the shady margin of the street is barely tol- 
erable ; but it is like going through tiie ordeal of fire to 
cross the broad bright glare of an open piazza. The nar- 
row streets prove themselves a blessing at this season, 
except when the sun looks directly into Ibcm ; the broad 
eaves of the bouses, too, make a selvage of shade, almost 
always. I do not know what becomes of llie atreet- 
mcrehants at the noontide of these hot days. They form 
a numerous e.ass iil Klorrnc:', displaying their wares — 
linen or cotton cloth, threads, combs, and all manner of 
lodicriuv-hery on movable counlers I hat are borne about 
on wheels. In the shady morning, you see a whole side 
of a street in a piazza occupied by them, all offering their 
merchandise at full cry. They dodge as they can from 
shade lo shade; but at hist the =!i:is:i:m> Hoods the whole 
space, and they seem to have melted away, leaving not a 
rag of themselves or what they dealt in. 
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Cherries are very abundant now, and have been so 
ever since we came here, in tbe markets anil all about the 
streets. Tiiey are of various kind?, Mime exceedingly 
large, insomuch that, it is almost necessary to disregaid 
the old proverb about making two bites of a cherrv. 
Fresh figs arc already spoken of, though I liave seen 
none ; but i saw some poaches this moruiug, ioohin:.' :is 

if they might be ripe. 

June hi/ft. — llr. and Mrs. Towers called to see us 
last evening. Mr. Powers, as usual, was full of talk, 
and gave utterance to a good man; instructive and en- 
tertaining ideas. 

As one instance of the little influence the religion of 
the Italians has upon their morals, be told a story of 
oue of liis servants, who desired leave to set up a small 
shrineof the Virgin in their room ■ a cheap print, or bas- 
relief, or image, such as are sold ei rry whore at the shops 
— and to burn a lamp before it ; she citgairiiig, of course, 
to supply the oil at her own expense. By and by, her 
oil-ilask appeared to possess a miraculous property of 
replenishing itself, and Mr. Powers took measures to 
asecrlaiu where the oil came from. It turned out that 
the servant had all the time been stealing the oil from 
them, and keeping up her dailv si;ciiiiee and worship to 
the Virgin by this constant theft. 

His talk soon turned upon sculpture, and he spoke 
onee more of the difficult; imposed upon an artist by the 
necessity of clothing portrait statues in the modern cos- 
tume. I find that he does not approve either of nudity 
or of the Roman toga for a modern statue ; tiekher does 
lie think it right to shirk the difficulty — as Chautrey did 
in the ease of Washington — by enveloping him in a 
cloak; but ackuiiwaagcs the propriety of taking the 
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actual costume of tlie age and doing his best with it. 
He himself did so with disown Washington, and also with 
a statu;: Ui;it he made of Duuiel Webster. T suggested 
that though this costume might not appear ridiculous to 
lis new, vet, live er tliret: oinituries luuce, il neu.il create. 

to the people of that day, an impossibility of seeing 

the real man Ihrough (lie absurdity of his envelopment , 
after it shall have entirely grown out of fashion and 
remembrance; and Webster would seem as absurd to 
them then as lie would to us now in the masquerade of 
some hvL'one day. It niitrht- be well, therefore, to adopt 
some conventional costume, never actual, but always 
graceful and noble, besides, Webster, for example, bad 
oilier costumes than that which lie wore in public, and 
perhaps it. was in those that he lived bis most real life ; 
his dresshiL'-gowu, liis drapery of the night., the dress 
that he wore on his fishing-excursions ; in those other 
cost ernes in: spent three fourths of Ins time, and most 
probably was thus arrayed when be conceited the great 
llioiights that alierwards, in some formal and outside 
mood, he gave for ill to llie public. I scarcely think I 
was right, but am not sure of the contrary. At any 
rate, I know that [ should have felt much more sure that 
I knew the real Webster, if I had seen liiin in any of the 
above-mentioned dresses, Ihau eilhcr in his swallow- 
tailed coat or frock. 

Talking of a tasle for painting and sculpture, Powers 
observed that it was something very different and quite 
apart from the moral sense, and that it, was often, per- 
haps generally, possessed by unprincipled men of ability 
aud cultivation. 1 have bad this perception myself, A 
genuine love of painting and sculpture, and perhaps ot 
music, seems often to have distinguished men capable 
of every social crime, and to have formed a flue and 
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hard enamel over tlieir characters. Perhaps it is be- 
cause such tastes are artificial, the product of cultiva- 
tion, and, when highly developed, imply » great remove 
from natural simplicity. 

This morning I went wit]] U to the Uffizi gallery, 

and again looked with more or less attention at almost 
every picture and statue. I saw a little picture of the 
golden age, by Zucchero, in which the charms of yoviths 
and virgins arc depicted with a freedom that this iron age 
can hardly bear to look at. The cabinet of gems hap- 
pened to be open for the admission nf a privileged pari v, 
and we likewise went in and saw a brilliant collection of 
goldsmiths' work, among which, no doabl, were speci- 
mens from such hands as Benveiiuto Cellini, Little 
busts with diamond eyes; boxes of gems; cops carved 
out. of precious material ; crystal vases, beaniii'ntly chased 
and engraved, ami spavkli:i<; wills jewels ; great pearls, in 
tlie midst of rubies ; opals, rieis wills all maimer of lovely 
lights. I remember Renvcnuto Cellini, in his memoirs, 
speaks of manufacturing such playthings as these. 

L observed another characteristic of I be summer streets 
of Florence to-day ; tallies, movable lo and fro. on wheels, 
and set out with cool iced drinks ami cordials. 

June I?//;. — My wife and I went, this mommjr, to the 
Academy of Tine Arts,- and, on our way thither, went 
into the Duomo, where we found a deliriously cool twi- 
light, Ihrongh which shorn: the mild gleam nf the painted 
windows. I cannot but think it a pit; that St. Peter's is 
not lighted by such windows as these, although I by no 
means .saw (lie glory in them now that 1 have spoken of 
in a record of my former visit. We found out the mon- 
ument of Giotto, a (ablet, and portrait in bas-relief, on 
the wall, near the entrance of the cathedral, on the right 
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hand ; also a representation, in fresco, of a knight on 
horseback, the memorial of one John Hawkwond, close 
by the door, lo t.hc li;f[.. Tin: priests were chanting a ser- 
vice uf some kind or other in the choir, terribly inliarmo- 

nioiis, and out of tune 

On reaching the Academy, the soldier or policeman at 
the entrance directed lis into the large halt, til c walls of 
which in: re covered on bo:o sales uitt; pict ores, arranged 
as nearly as possible in a progressive series, with refer- 
ence to the dale of (lie painters; so thai here the origin 
and procession of the art may be traced throogh the 
course of, at least, two hundred years. Giotto, Gimabuc, 
and others of unfamiliar names (0 me, are anion? (lie ear- 
liest ; and, except as enrich ies, L should never desire to 

look once at them, nor think of looking twice. They 
seem to have been executed with great, care and con- 
scientiousness, niul the ho:uls arc often wrought out with 
minuteness and fidelity, and have so much expression 
that they tell their own story clearly enough; but if 
seems not to have been the painter's aim to effect a life- 
like illusion, the background and accessories being con- 
ventional. The trees are no more like real trees than 
the feather of a pen, and there is no perspective, the fig- 
ure of the picture being shadowed forth on a surface of 
burnished gold. The effect, when these picture?, sonic 
of them very large, were new and freshly gilded, must 
have been exceedingly brilliant, and mueb resembling, on 
an immensely linger scale, the rich illuminations in an 
old monkish missal. In fact, we have not now, in picto- 
rial ornament, anything at all comparable to what their 
splendor ninst have been. I was most- struck with a pic- 
lure, by I'abriana Gentile, of the Adoration of tin: Magi, 
where the faces and iigures have a great- deal of life and 
action, and even grace, and where the jewelled crowns, 
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the vicli embroide red robes, ami cloth of gold, and aE the 
magiiitieeneciii' the three kings, arc rejircsented with the 
viv.dness of the real thing: a gold sword-hilt, for in- 
stance, or a pair of gold sjmrs, bi:Juir actually embossed 
on the picture. Tin: cifeel is very powerful, and (hough 
produced in "what modern painters would pronounce an 
unjust iiusulc way, I here is yet pictorial art enough to rec- 
oncile It lo the spectator's mind. Certainly, Ihe people 
of the .Middle Ages knew better (liau ourselves what is 
magni licence, and how to produee it ; and what a glorious 
work must that have been, both ill its mere sheen of 
burnished gold, and in ils illuminating art, which shines 
thus through the gloom of perhaps four centuries, 

Fra Angelico is a man much admired by those who 
have a taste for Pre -Rnpliae lite painters ; and, though I 
take little or no pleasure in his works, I can see that 
there is great delicacy of execution in his heads, and 
that generally he produces such a Christ, and such a 
Virgin, and such saints, as he could not have foreseen, 
except in a pure and holy imagination, nor have wrought 
■ out without saying a prayer between every two touches 
of his brush. I might come to like him, in time, if I 
thought it worth while; but it is enough to have an 
outside perceplion of his kind and degree of merit, and 
so to let him pass into the garret of oblivion, where many 
things as good, or better, are piled away, that our own 
■d'ie may not stumble over them. Perugino is flie first 
painter whose works seem really wont, preserving for the 
genuine merit that is in them, aparl from any qnaiiituess 
and curiosity of an ancient and new-horn art. Probably 
his religion was more genuine llian Raphael's, and there- 
fore (he Virgin often revealed herself lo hiin in a loftier 
anil sweeter face of divine womanhood than all the genius 
of Raphael could produce. There is a Crucifiiiiiu by 
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him in t.li is gallery, which made mo partly feel us if I were 
a far-oil' spectator, — no, I did not mean a Cnicilkhm, 
but a picture of Christ, dead, lying, wirli a calm, sweet 
face, on his mother's knees J' a Pieta "]. 

The most inadequate and utterly absurd picture here, 
or in any other gallery, is a head of the Eternal Falhcr, 
by Carlo Dolce ; it looks like a feeble saint, on the eve of 
martyrdom, and very doubtful how ho shall be able lo 
bear it ; very finely and prettily painted, nevertheless. 

After getting through the principal gallery wo went 
into a smaller room, in which arc contained a great, many 
small specimens of the old Tuscan artists, aiming whom 
1'ra Angelieo makes 1 he- |)i'ii!ei|ial figure. Those pictures 
are all on wood, and seem to have been taken from the 
shrines and allars of ancient olmrohes ; they are pre- 
dellas and triptychs, or pictures on three folding tablets, 
shaped quaintly, in. Gothic peaks or arches, and still 
gleaming wish backgrounds of antique gold. T lie wood 
is much worm-eaten, and the colors have often faded or 
changed from ivhal tile old artists meant them to be ; a 
bright, ang.'l darkening into what looks quite as much 
like the Devil. In one of I'Va Angclieo's pictures, — a 
representation of l ho Last Judgment, — he has tried his 
saintly iiami at making devi'.s indeed, and showing (licm 
busily at, work, tormenting the poor, damned souls in 
(ll'ly ghasliy ways. A. hove sits Jesus, with the throng of 
hies-.'d saints around him, and a flow of tender and pow- 
erful love in his c,wn face, that, ought fo sufiiee to redeem 
all the dimmed, and convert the very fiends, and quench 
the fires of hell. At any rale, I'Va Angclico had a higher 
conception of his Saviour than Michael Angelo. 

been to the 
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inicicul basilica, and was ilsclf built morn Hum four cen- 
turies ago. The fui' arte is sti!l an ugly height of rough 
brickwork, as is the case with 11 io Duorno, and, I think, 
some oilier churches in Florence ; the design of giving 
them an elaborate and beautiful finish having been de- 
layed frotn cycle to cycle, till al length liie day for spend- 
ing mines of wealth on churches is gone by. T lie inte- 
rior hurl a nave with a flat roof, divided from the side 
aisles by Corinthian pillars, and, at the farther end, a 
raised sjiuee around ilie high iiltar. The pavement is a 
miisaie of wpmrc? of black and whin 1 murine, the squares 
meeting one anoiher eonicnvi.se; the pillars, pilasters, 
and oilier architectural muleria! is dark brown or grayish 
stone ; and (he general effect is very sombre, especially ;is 
the chnreh is somewhat dimly lighted, and as the shrines 
along the aisles, and the statues, and the monuments of 
whatever kind, look dingy with time and neglect. The 
nave is thickly set with wooden seats, brown and worn. 
"What pictures there are, in the shrines and chapels, are 
dark and faded. On the whole, the edifice has a shabby 
aspect. On c,;>ch side of the high altar, elevaled on four 
pillars of beautiful marble, is what looks like a great 
■arciphiig'.is of bronze. They are, in fact, pulpits, and 
are ornamented with mediawal bas-reliefs, representing 
scenes in the life of Our Saviour. Hurray says that the 
rrstiug-plaec of the hrsl Cosmo dc' Medici, the old 
banker, who so managed his wealth as to get. the posthu- 
mous title of "father of his country," and to make his 
posterity its reigning princes, 'is in front of the high 
altar, marked by red and green porphyry and marble, 
inlaid into the pavement, Wu looked, but could not see 
it there. 

There were worshippers at some of the shrines, and 
persons sitting here and there along the nave, and in 
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the aisles, rapt in devotional thought, doubtless, and 
sheltering themselves hare from the white sunshine of 
the piazzas. In the vicinity of the choir and the high 

altar, workmen were busy repairing the church, or 

perhaps only making arrangements lor celebrating the 
great festival of St. John. 

On the left hand of the 
sacristy, with the peeulia 
am not acquainted. Oil the right hand is the new sac- 
risty, otherwise, called the Capella (lei Deposit i, or Chapel 
of the Buried, built by Michael Angolo, to contain two 
monuments of the Medici family. The inferior is of some- 
what severe and classic architecture, the walls and pilas- 
ters being of dark, stone, and surmounted by a dome, 
beneath which is a row of windows, quite round the 
building, throwing their light down far beneath, upon 
niches of white marble. These niches are ranged en- 
tirely around the chapel, and might have sufficed to con- 
tain more than all the Medici monuments that the world 
would cye-r care to have. Only two of these nielies are 
filled, however. In one of them sits Giuliano do' Medici, 
sculptured by Miehaei Augelo, — a figure of dignity, 
which would perhaps he very sinking in any oilier pres- 
ence than that of the slafoe which occupies the corre- 
sponding niche. At the feel of Giuliano recline two alle- 
gorical statues, Day and Night, whose meaning there I 
do not know, and perhaps Miehaei Angelo knew as little. 
As the great sculptor's slalu.es are apt to do, they fling 
their limbs abroad wiili adventurous freedom. Below 
the corresponding niche, on the opposite side of the 
chapel, reeiiue two similar studies, representing "Morning 
and Evening, sullieiimily like Day and Xight to be their 
brother and sister; all, in truth, having sprung frum the 
same father 
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Btit the statue that sits above these two latter allego- 
ries, Horning ami livening, is like no other that ever 
came from a sculptor's baud. It is the one work worthy 

of Michael Attgelo's reputation, and grand enough to 
vindicate for him [ill the genius that, the world gave him 
credit for. And yet it seems a simple thing enough to 
think of or to execute ; merely a sitting figure, the face 
partly overshadowed by a helmet, one band supporting 
l.he chin, the other resting on the lliigh. lint after look- 
ing at it a little while the spectator erases to think of it. 
as a marble statue; it comes to life, and you see that 
the princely figure is brooding over some great design, 
which, when he lias arranged in his own mind, the world 
will be fain to execute for liiivi. No sueh grandeur and 
majesty lias elsewhere been put. into human shape. It 
is all a miracle ; the deep repose, and the deep life with- 
in it. It is as much a miracle to have achieved this as 
to make a statue that would rise up and walk. The face, 
when one gazes earnestly into it, beneath the shadow of 
its helmet, is seen to be calmly sombre ; a mood which, I 
Ihiuk, is generally thai of the rulers of mankind, except 
in moments of vivid action. This statue is one of Ihe 
things which I look at with highest enjoy me tit, but also 
with grief and impatience, because 1 feel that I do not 
come at all which it involves, and I hut by and by I must 
go away and leave it forever. How wonderful! To take 
a bloek of marble, and convert it wholly into thought, 
and to do it through all the obstructions and impedi- 
ments of drapery; for there is nothing nude in this 
statue but the face and hands. The vest is the costume 
of Michael Angelo's century. This is what 1 ahvays 
thought a sculptor of 1 rue get tin; should he able to do, 
■ — to show Ihe man of whatever epoch, nobly ami heroi- 
cally, through the costume which he might actually have 
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The statue sits within a square niche of white marble, 
aud completely fills it. It seems to me a pity that it 
should he thus confined. At the Crystal Palace, if I 
remember, the effect is improved by a fire srirrounding 
space. Its naturalness is as if it came out of the marble 
of its own accord, with all its grandeur hanging heavily 
about it, and sat down there beneath ils weight. I can- 
not describe it. It is like Irving to stop the ghost of 
Hamlet's father, by crossing spears before it. 

Communicating with the sacristy is the Medicean 
Cha^l, which was built more than two centuries ago, 
for the reception of the Holy Sepulchre ; arrange men Is 
having been made about that time to steal this most 
sacred relic from the Turks. The design failing, the 
chapel was converted bv Cosmo [I. into a place of sop- 
ulture for the princes of his family. It is a very (fraud 
and solemn edifice, octagonal in shape, with a lofty ilnnic, 
within which is a series of brilliant frescos [minted not 
more than thirty years ago. These piclures are the only 
portion of the adornment of the chapel which interferes 
with 111:: sombre beauty of the general oll'ect ; for thoinrh 
the walls arc iiierustcd, from pavement to dome, with mar- 
bles of inestimable cost, and. it is a 'Kloivntine mosaic on 
a grander scale than was ever executed elsewhere:, the 
result is not gaudy, as in many of the Roman chapels, but 
a dark and melancholy richness. The architecture strikes 
me as extremely fine ; each nil r male side of the octagon 
being an arch, rising as high as the cornice of the lofty 
dome, ami forming the frame of a vast niche. All the 
dead princes, mi doubt, according ro the general desisru, 
were to have been honored wit h statues within this stately 
mausoleum; but only two ■ -those of Ferdinand I. and 
Cosmo IT. — seem to have been placed here. They were a 
had breed, and few of them deserved any better monument 
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than a dunghill: and yet they Lave this grunt! chapel 
fur flic family al. hut's, and yonder grand statue for one 
of its most worthless members. I am glad of it ; and as 
for the statue, Michael Augelo wrought il through tlie 
efficacy of a kindly idea, winch had no reference to the 
individual whose name it hears, 

In the piazza adjoining Hie church is a statue of the 
first Cosmo, the old banker, iu Roman costume, seated, 
and looking like a man fit to hold authority. No, I 
mistake; the statue is of John do' Medici, the. father of 
Cosmo, and himself no hanker, but a soldier. 

Janti 21s/.-— Yesterday, alter dinner, wc went, with 
the two eldest children, to the Boboli Gardens 

We entered by a gate, nearer to our house than that by 
the I'itti I'alaee, and found ourselves almost iiruiicdialely 
among embowered walks of box and shrubbery, and 
little wildernesses of trees, with here avid there a seat 
under an arbor, and a marble statue, gray with ancient 
weailier-stains. The site of the garden is 3 very un- 
even stirfaeo, ami the paths go upward and downward, 
and ascend, at their ultimate point, to a base of what 
appears to be a fortress, commanding the city. A good 
many of the Florentines were rambling about the gar- 
dens, like ourselves : lilllo parties of school-boys; fathers 
and mothers, with I heir youthful progeny ; young men 
in couples, looking closely into every female face; 
lovers, with a maid or two attendant on the young lady. 
All appeared to enjoy themselves, especially the. children, 
dancing on the esplanades, or rolling down (lie slopes of 
Ihe hills; and the hiving pairs, whom it was rather em- 
barrassing to come upon unexpectedly, sitting together 
on the stone seat of an arbor, with clasped hands, a pas- 
sionate solemnity in the young man's face, and a down- 
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cast pleasure in the lady's. Policemen, in cocked Lais 
and epaulet?, cross-bells, and swords, were scattered 
about the grounds, but interfered, with nobody, though 
llif-y seemed to keep an eye on all. A sentinel stood in 
the hoi. sunshine, looking down over the garden from the 
ramparts of the fortress. 

Kor til v purl, in this foreign country, I have no objec- 
1 ion to policemen or any other minister of authority; 
though I renieniber, in America. 1 had a:t innate antipa- 
thy to constables, and always sided with t lit.; limb against 
law. This was very wrong and foulish, considering that 1. 
was one of the sovereigns ; but a sovereign, or any num- 
ber of sovereigns, or the twenty-millionth pari of a sover- 
eign, does not, love to hud himself, as an American must, 
included within the delegated authority of his own ser- 

Tbere is a sheet of water somewhere in the Boboli 

fiardens, iiihiibil.nl by swans; but this we d id not see. 
We found a smaller pond, however, set in marble, and 
surrounded by a parapet, and alive with a multitude of 
fish. There were minnows by 1 he thousand, and a good 

many gold-fish; and J , who bad brought some 

bread to feed the swans, threw in handfnis of crumbs for 
the benefit of these tinny people. They seemed to be 
uncustomed to sneh courtesies on the part of visitors; 
and immediately the surface of tlie. water was blackened, 
at the spot where each erumb fell, with shoals of min- 
nows, thrusting one another even above the surface in 
i heir eag.rness to snaioli it. Within the depths of the 
pond, the yellowish-green water -ils hue being preeisely 
tliat of the Arno — would be reddened duskily wil.lt the 
larger bulk of two or three gold-fishes, who finally poked 
their great snout-, up among the minnows, but generally 
missed the crumb. Beneath the circular margin of the 
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pond, there are little arches, into I he shelter of which 11 10 
fish retire, when tin; noonday sun burns straight down 
into their dark waters. We- wont on through the garden- 
paths, shadowed quite across hv lite high walk of box, 
ami reached an esplanade, whence we had a good view 
of Florence, wild the bare brown ridges on the northern 
side of the Arno, and glimpses of the river itself, flowing 
like a street, between two rows of palaces. A great way 
off, too, we saw some of the cloud-like peaks of the 
Apennines, and, above them, the clouds into which the 
sun was descending, looking (]uile as substantial as the 
distant mountains. The eil.y did not present a particu- 
larly splendid aspect, though its greal llnntno was seen 
in the middle distance, sitting in its circle of little domes, 
wit.li the tall campanile close by, and within one or two 
hundred yards of it, the high, cumbrous, bulk of the Pa- 
lazzo Veccliio, with its lofty, niaehieolated, and baltle- 
nient.ed Lower, very picturesque, yet hiking exceedingly 
like a martin-box, on a pole There were oilier domes 
and towers ami -riires, and here ai.d there t lie; d:s!i:ict 
shape of an ediiiee; but the general picture was of a 
contiguity of red earthen roofs, lining a not very broad 
or extensive valley, among dry and ridgy hills, with a 

river-gleam lightening up I he landscape a littlt!. U 

look out, her pencil and tablets, and began to sketch the 
tower of the Palazzo Yeechio ; in doing which, she im- 
mediately became an object of curiosity to some little 
boys and larger people, who failed not, under such pre- 
tences as taking a grasdiooper nil' her dress, or no pre- 
tence at all, to come and look over her shoulder. There 
is a kind of familiarity among these I'loreul hies, which is 
not meant to be di-eo'.irlcous. and ought to be taken in 
good part. 

We continued to ramble Ihroagh the gardens, in quest 
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of a good spot from which to see tlie sunset, and at 
length found a stone bench, on the slope of a hill, 
whence the entire cloud and sun seen ery was fully pre- 
sented to us. At the foot of the hill were statues, mid 
among them it Peirasus, with wings outspread; and, a 
little beyond, the garden-front of the I'itti Palace, whioli 
looks a little less like a state-prison here, tliau as it 
fronts the street. Girls and children, and young men 
and old, were taking their pleasure in our neighborhood . 
and, just before us, a lady stood talking with her maid. 
By and by, we discovered her to be Miss Howorth. 
There was a misty light, streaming down on the hither 
side of the ridge of hills, that was rather peculiar; but 
the most remarkable thing was the shape inro which the 
clouds gathered themselves, after the disappearance of 
the sun. It was like a tree, with a broad and heavy 
mass of foliage, spreading high upward on the sky, and 
a dark and well-defined trunk, which rooted itself on the 
verge of the horizon. 

This morning we went to the Pitti Palace. The air 
was verv sultry, and the pavements, already healed with 
the sun, made the space between the buildings seem 
like a close room. The earth, I think, is too much 
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Tin: obscurity of the ulrnospli^re made us sensible how 
splendid is the adornment of these saloons. For the 
gilded cornices shone out, as did the gilding of the 
arches and wreathed circles that divide the ceiling inio 
compartments, within which [lie fresco? arc painted, and 
whence the figures looked dimly down, like gods out 
of a mysterious sky. The white marble sculptures also 
gleamed from their height, where winged cupids or 
cherubs gambolled aloft in bas-reliefs; or allegoric 
shapes reclined along the cornices, hardly noticed, when 
the- daylk-ht ramies brightly into the window. On the 
walls, all the rich picture-frames glimmered in gold, as 
did the framework of the chairs, and the heavy gilded 
pedestals of the marble, ahibaster, and mosaic tables. 
These are very magnilioent saloons; and since .1 have 
begun to speak of their splendor, I may as well add 
that the doors are framed in polished, richly veined 
marble, and the walls hung with scarlet damask. 

It was useless to try to see the pictures. All the 
artists engaged in copying laid aside their brushes; and 
we looked out into the square before Ihe palace, where 
a mighty wind sprang up, and quickly raised a prodi- 
gious cloud of dust. It hid the opposite side of the 
street, and was carried, in a great dusky whirl, higher 
than the roofs of the houses, higher than the top of 
the Pitri Palace itself. The thunder muttered and 
grumbled, the lightning now and then flashed, and a 
few rain-drops pattered against, the windows; but, for 
a long time, the shower held off. At last it came down 
in a stream, and lightened the air to such a degree 
that we could sec some of the pictures, especially those 
of Rubens, and the. illuminated parts of Sal valor Rosa's, 
and, best of all, Titian's " Magdalen," the one with 
golden hair clustering round her naked body. The 
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golden hair, indeed, seemed to throw out a fiTory of its 
own. Tliis Magdalen is very coarse and sensual, with 
only an impudent assumption of penitence and religious 
sentiment, scarcely so deep as the eyelids; but it is a 
splendid picture, nevertheless, with those naked, lifelike 
arms, anil the hands I hut press the rich locks about her, 
and so carefully permit those voluptuous breasts to be 
seen. She a penitent ! She would shake oil' all pretence 
to it as easily as she would shake aside that clustering 
hair Titian must have been a very good-for- 
nothing old mall. 

I looked again at Michael Angelo's Fates to-day; 
but cannot satisfactorily make our. what he meant by 
them. One of them — she who holds l.hedislaff — has 
her mouth open, as if uttering a cry, and might he fan- 
cied lo look somewhat irate. The second, w:io hi.iids the 
thread, has a pensive air, but is still, I think, pitiless at. 
heart. The third sister looks closely and coldly into 
the eyes of the second, meanwhile cutting the thread 
with a pair of shears. Michael Angclo, if I may pre- 
sume to say so, wished to vary the expression of these 
three sisters, and give each a dili'crent one, hut did not 
see precisely how, inasmuch as all the fatal Three are 
united, heart and soid, in one purpose. It is a very 
impressive group. Bui, as regards the interpretation of 
this, or of any other profound picture, there are likely 
to be as many interpretations as there arc spectators. 
It is very curious to read criticisms upon pictures, and 
upon the same lace in a picture, and by men of taste 
and feeling, and to find what different conclusions they 
arrive at. Each man interprets the hieroglyphic in 
his own way ; and the painter, perhaps, had a meaning 
which none rjf then have reached; or possibly be pul 
for tli a riddle, without himself knowing the solution. 
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There is such a necessity, at all events, of helping the 
painter out wit.li the spectator's own resources ol' feel- 
ing and imagination, that you can never be sure how 
much of the picture you have, yourself made. There 
is no doubt that the public is, to a certain extent, right 
and sure of its ground, when it declares, through a 
series of ages, that a curtain picture is a great work. 
It is so; a great symbol, proceeding out of a great 
mind; but if it means one thing, it seems to mean a 
thousand, and, often, opposite things. 

June Tt'th. — I have had a heavy cold and fever almost 
throughout the past week, and have thereby lost the 
great Florentine festivity, the JTcast of St. John, which 

took place on Thursday last, with I he fireworks and illu- 
minations the evening before, and the races and court 
ceremonies on the day Itself. However, unless it were 
more characteristic and peculiar than the Carnival, I 
have not missed anything very valuable. 

Mr. Powers called to see me ooe evening, and poured 
out, as usual, a stream of talk, both racy and oracular in 
its character. Speaking of human eyes, he observed 
that lliev did not depend for their expression upon color, 
nor upon any light of the soul beaming through them, nor 
any glow of the eyeball, nor upon anything but the form 
and action of the surrounding muscles. He illust rati s 
it by saying, that if the eye of a wolf, or of whatever 
fiercest animal, could he placed in another setting, it 
would be found capable of the utmost gentleness of 
expression. "You yourself," said he, "have a very 
bright and sharp look sometimes; but it is not in the 
eye itself." His own eyes, as I could have sworn, were 
glowing all the time he spoke: and. remembering how 
many times I bare seemed to see eyes glow, and blaze, 
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and flash, and sparkle, and molt, iiiul soften ; and how 
all poetry is illuminated with tlie light of la J its' eyes; 
and how many people have been smitten by the light- 
ning of an eye, whether in love or anger, it. was dillieulr. 
to allow that all this subtlest and keenest (ire is illusive, 
not even phosphorescent, and thai any other jelly in the 
same socket would .serve as well as the brightest eve. 
Nevertheless, he must be right ; of course he must, and 
I am rather ashamed ever to have thought otherwise. 
Where should the light tome from ? J I as a man a llatne 
inside ot' his head ? Does his spirit manifest itself in the 
semblance of flame ': Tlie nionieut we think of it, the 
absurdity bryonies evident. T am not quite sure, how- 
ever, that the outer surface of the eye may not reflect 
more light, in some stales of feeling titan in others ; the 
stale of the health, eertainly, has an influence of this kind. 
I asked Powers what, be thought of Michael Angolo's 
statue of Lorenzo de' Medici. He allowed that its effect, 
wars very grand and mysterious ; but added that it owed 
this to a trick, — the effect being produced by the ar- 
rangement, of the hood, as lie called it, or helmet, which 
throws the upper part of the face into shadow. Tlie niche 
in which it sits has, I suppose, iis part io perform in throw- 
ing a still deeper shadow. H is very possible that Michael 
Angelo may have ealeulaled upon ibis effect, of sombre 
shadow, and legitimately, I think; but it really is not 
worthy of Mr. Powers to say Ihal the whole effect of 1.1ns 
mighty statue depends, not. on flic posilivc efforts of 
Michael Angela's chisel, but oo the absence of light in a 
space of a few inches. He wrought the whole statue in 
harmony with that small part of it which he leaves to the- 
spectator's imagination, and if he had erred at any point, 
the miracle would have been a failure; so thai, working 
in marble, he iias positively reached a degree of excellence 
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above the capability of marble, sculpturing Lis highest 
touches upon iiir and duskiness. 

Mr. IVnvers gave mine amusing anecdotes of liis early 
life, when he was a clerk in a store in Cincinnati. There 
was a museum opposite, tins proprietor of which had a 
peculiar physiognomy lhat struck Powers, insomuch lliat 
he fell impelled id make continual carieatnrcs of it, lie 
used to draw them upon the door of the museum, anil be- 
came so familiar with the face, that he could draw them 
in the dark ; so that, every morning, here was this ahsurd 
profile of himself, greeting the museum-man when he 
came to open his establishment. Often, too, it would re- 
appear within an hour after it was rubbed out. The man 
was inl'inildv annoyed, and made all possible efforts lo 
discover the unknown artist, but in vain; and finally 
coneluded, I suppose, that [lie likeness broke out upon 
the door of its own accord, like the nettle-rash. Some 
years afterwards, the proprielor of (he museum engaged 
Powers himself as an assistant ; and one da\ Com ers asked 
him if he remembered this mysterious profile. " Yes," said 
he, " did you know who drew them P " Powers took a 
piece of chalk, and touched off the very profile again, 
before the man's eyes. " Ah," said he, " if I had known 
it at the time, J would have broken every bouc in your 
body ! " 

Before he began to work in marble, Powers bad 
greater practice- and saeeess in making wax figures, and 
he produced a work of this kind called "The Infernal 
Regions, " which he seemed to imply bad been very 
famous, lie said he ooee wrought a face in was which 
was Jifp itself, having made (he eyes on purpose for it, 
and put in every hair in the eyebrows individually, and 
finished [lie whole with similar minuteness; so that, 
within the distance of a foot or two, it was i in possible to 
teh tluii the face did not live. 
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I have hardly ever before felt ail impulse to write 
down a man's conversation as 1 Jo that of Mr. Powers. 
TliD chief reason is, probably, that il is so possible 10 
do it, his ideas being square, solid, and tangible, ami 
therefore readily grasped and retained. He is a very 
instructive man, and sweeps one's empty and dead no- 
tions out of the way wil.li exceeding vigor; but when 
you have his ullimaie thought and pei-ceplioii, vou feel 
inclined to think and see a little further for yourself. 
He sees too clearly what is within bis range lo lie aware 
of any region of mystery beyond. Probably, however, 
this latter remark does him injustice. I like the man, 
and am always glad to eueounter the mill-stream of his 

talk Yesterday he met me in the street (dressed 

in his linen blouse and slippers, with a little bit of a 
sculptor's cap on the sale of his bead), and gave utter- 
ance to a theory of colds, and a dissertation on the bad 
eil'eet.s of draughts, whether of eold air or hot, and the 
dangers of transfusing blood from the veins of one living 
subject to I hose of another. On the last topic, he re- 
marked l h:il if a single particle of air found its way into 
the veins, along with l he I rimsfiiscd blood, it, caused eon- 
vulsions and inevitable death ; otherwise (lie process 
might be of excellent effect. 

Last evening, we went to pass the evening with Miss 
PJagdcn, who inhabits a villi al Heiiosgnardo, about a 
mile outside of the walls. The situation is very lofty, 
and there are good views from every window of the 
house, and an especially line one of I'lorcnee and the hills 
beyond, from the balcony of the drawing-room. By and 
by came Mr. Browning, Mr. Trollopc, Mr. lioolt and his 
young daughter, and two or three other gentlemen 

Ifrowiiiug was very genial and full of life, as usual, 
but his conversation has the ell'erve scent aroma which 
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yon cannot catch, even ii' yon get the very words that 
sewn lo he imbued with it, Ik spoke most raptur- 
ously of a portrait of Mrs. Hi-owning, which an Italian 
artist is painting for the wife of mi Amor, can gi-iiileruan, 
as a present from her husband. The success was already 
perfect, although there had boon only two siding; as ye(, 
and both on the same day; and in this relation, .Mr. 
Ilrowiihif; remarked that P— , the American artist, had 
had no less than seventy-three sittings ol him for a por- 
trait. In the result, every hair and speck of htm was 
represented; yet, as I hifcnvil from what lie did nut say, 
this accumulation of minute truths did not, after all, 
amount lo the true whole. 

I do not remember much else that Browning said, 
except a playful abuse of a lillic Kin;; Charles spaniel, 
named Frolic. .Miss B!;i;;di-Li\ nip dug, vvliosc venerable 
age (he is eleven years old) ought, to have pleaded in 
bis behalf. Tlrouui nil's nonsense is of very genuine and 
excellent tr.:ali:y. ll:c irue babble a:n; ell'i-rvcscenec of a 
bright and powerful mind ; and lie lets it play among bis 
friends wild the faii.b and simplicity of a child. He must 
be iui amiable man. I should like him much, and should 
make liim tike me, if opportunities were favorable, 

I conversed principally with Mr. Trollope, the son, I 
believe, of the Mrs. Trollope to whom America owes 
more for her shrewd criticisms than vie are ever likely to 
repay, Mr, Trollope is a very sensible and cullivulcd man, 
and, I snspcel, an author: at least, there is a literary 
man of repute of this name, though ] have never read 
bis works, lie has resided in .Italy eighteen years. It 
seems a pity to do this. It needs the native air to give' 
life a realily; a truth which I do not fail to take home 
regretfully to myself, ihough wilhuul feeling much iacli- 
nuliou to go back to the realities of my own, 
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June 2S£i — Yesterday afternoon, ,1 — ~ and I went 

to ii horse-race, which took plaec in the Corso and con- 
ligoous line of streets, iu further celebration of the 
Feast of St. John. A crowd of people was already col- 
lected, all along the, line of the proposed race, as early as 
six o'clock ; ami there were a great many carriages driv- 
ing amid (lie throng, open barouches mostly, in which 
the beauty and gentility of I'lorcnce were freely dis- 
played. It was a repetition of the scene iu lite Corso at 
Rome, at Carnival time, without the masks, the fun, and 
the confetti. The Grand Duke and Duchess and the 
Court likewise made their appearance iu as many as 
seven or eight iMiirlii'S-iHul-sis, each with a coiichmnu, 
three footmen, and a postilion in llic royal livery, and 
attended by a troop of horsemen in scarlet coats and 
cocked hals. 1 did not particularly oolice the Grand 
Duke himself; but, in toe carriage behind him, there sat 
only a lady, who favored the people along the street with 
a constant succession of hows, repealed at, such short 
intervals, and so quickly, as lo be little more than nods ; 
therefore nut pari ienkvly graceful or majestic. Having 
the good, fortune to be favored with one of these nods, 
I lifted my hat in response, and may therefore elaint a 
bowing acquaintance with I he tirand Duchess. She is 
a Bourbon of the Naples family, and was a pale, hand- 
some woman, of princely aspect enough. The crowd 
evinced no enthusiasm, nor the slightest feeling of , any- 
kind, in acknowledgment of the presence of their rulers ; 
and, indeed, I think I never saw a crowd so well be- 
haved ; that is, with so few saiiotil points, so lit 1 k: ebulli- 
tion, so absolutely tame, as the Florentine one. After 
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all, anil much contrary to my expectations, on American 
crowd has incomparably ;:iorr life tliaii any other; and, 
meeting on any casual occasion, it will talk, laugh, roar, 
and 3)0 diversilied wilh a thousand churactorislic incidents 
and gleams and shadows, tlial yon see nothing of here. Ttie 
people seems fo have no part, oven in its own gatherings. 
It com us together merely us a mass of spectators, and 
must not so much as amuse itself Ijv any activity of 
mind. 

■ The race, which ivas the attraction that drew us all 
together, turned ont a very pitiful affair. Wliuu we had 
waited till nearly dusk, the street being ihromvrd quite 
across, insnniueh that it seemed impossible that, il should 
1)0 cleared as a race-course, there came suddenly front 
every throat, a quick, sharp exclamation, combining into 
ii general shoot. Immediately tin- crowd pressed Wk 
on each side of tlio street; a moment afterwards, there 
was a rapid pattering of hoofs over the earth with which 
the pavement was slrewn, and I saw the bend and bark 
of a horse rushing past. A few seconds more, and 
another horse followed; and at another little interval, 
a third. This was all that we had waited for; all that 
I saw, or anybody else, except those who stood on the 
utmost vcrire of the course, at the risk of being trampled 
down and killed. Two men were killed in this nay on 
Thursday, and certainly human life was never spent for 
a poorer object. The spectators at the windows, to be 
sure, having the horses in sight, for a longer lime, might 
get a little more enjoyment out of Ihu affair. By the 
by, the most picturesque aspect of the scene was the. life 
given to it by the many faces, some of them fair ones, 
that looked out from window and balcony, all along the 
eurvbur line of lolly palatvs and edifices, between which 
the race-course lay; and from nearly every window, and 
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over every balcony, was flung a silken texture, or dull] 

of brilliant hue, or piece of tapestry or carpel, or what- 
ever adornment. o( the kind could he had, so :ta lo dross 
up the street in gala attire. But the Feast of St. John, 
like the Carnival, is hit a meagre semblance of festivity, 
kept alive factitiously, and dying a lingering death of 
centuries. It takes the exuberant mind and lioart of 
a people to keep its holidays alive. 

I do not know whether there bo any populace ill Flor- 
ence, but I saw none that 1 recognized as such, on this 
occasion. All the people were respectably dresseil and 
perfcctlv well behaved; and soldiers and priests were 
scattered abundantly among the throng. On my way 
home, I saw the Teatro Goldimi, which is in our own 
street, lighted up for a representation this Sunday even- 
ing. It shocked my is'ew England prejudices a little. 

This forenoon, ray wife and I went to the Church of 
Sa nf.il Croc::, the great monumental deposit of Floren- 
tine worthies. The piazza before it is a wide, gravelled 
square, where the liberty of Florence, if it really ever 
had any genuine liberty, came into existence some hun- 
dreds of years ago, by the people's taking its own rights 
into its hands, and pull ins* its own immediate will in ex- 
ecution. The piazza has not miieh appearance of antiq- 
uity, except that the facade of one of the houses is quite 
covered with ancient frescos, a good deal faded aod ob- 
literated, yet wilh iractis enough of old glory to show 
that the colors must have been well laid on. 

The front of the church, Ik: foundation of which was 
laid six centuries ago, is stilt waiting for its casing of 
tt;:iH)!cj, and 1 suppose- will wait forever, tliousrh a car- 
penter's staging is now erected before it, as if with the 
purpose of doing something. 

Toe interior is spacious, the >iiu'th of the church being 
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between four and live hundred fret. There is a nave, 
rnofed wit.li wooden cross-beams, lighted by a clere-story 
and supported on each side by seven great pointed 
arches, which rest upon ocl ;iltou:U pillars. The octagon 
seems to be ;i favorite shape in riorcnoe. These pillars 
wen: clinl in yellow and scarlet damask, in honor of the 
I'cast of St. John. The aisles, on each side of the nave, 
arc lighted with lush and somewhat narrow windows of 
palmed (tlitKs, tin.: effect, of which, however, is much di- 
minished" by Hie flood of common daylight that comes in 
through the windows of the clere-story. It is like ad- 
rldlv 



titling too much of the light of r 


sasoa and worldl 


ttellisciice into the mind, instead 


of illuminating 


/holly through a religious medium. 


The many-bus 


aiuts and angels lose their mysterioi 


m effulgence, wbe 


.e get white light enough, and find vi- 


5 see all the bcttt 


without their help. 





The main pavement of the church is brickwork; 

it is inlaid with many sepulchral slabs of marble, on 

some of which knightly or priestly figures are sculp. 

lured in bas-relief. In both of the side aisles there are 
saintly shrines, alternating with mural monuments, some 

of which record names as illustrious as any in the world. 
As you enter, the first monument on your right is that 
of Michael Angc'o, occupying the ancient burial site of 
his family. The general design is a lu-iivi sarcophagus 
oi colored marble, with the figures of Sculpture, Taint- 
ing, and Architecture as mourners, and Michael Angelo's 
bust above. I lie whole a-.-ciiT.g a pyramidal form. You 
piss a shrine, within its framework of marble pillars and 
it pediment, and come next to Dante's monument, a 
modern work, vvii.li likewise its sarcophagus, and some 
huge, eohl images weeping and sprawling over it, and 
an unimpressive statue of Dante sitting above. 
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Another shrine intervenes, and next y 
of Alueri, erected to his memory by t 



in one of the chapels of the transept. 

Passing (he next shrine voo see the tomb of Mae- 
ehiavelli, which, I think, was constructed not many 
years after Ins death. The rest of the monuments, on 
this side of the church, commemorate people of Iras than 
world-wide fame ; and thou git the opposite side has like- 
wise a monument alternating with each shrine, I remem- 
ber only tlie names of Raphael .Munrheu and of Galileo. 
The tomb of the latter is over against that of Michael 
Angelo, being the first large tomb on the left-hand wall 
as you enter the church. It has the usual heavy sar- 
c.jphagus, surmounted by a bust of Galileo, in the habit 
of his time, and is, of course, duly provided with mourn- 
ers in the shape of Science or Astronomy, or some such 
onld-hearled people. I wish every sculptor might, be at 
once imprisoned for life who shall hereafter chisel an 
allegorio figure; and as for those who have sculptured 
them heretofore, let them be kept in purgatory till the 
marble shall have crumbled away. It is especially ab- 
surd to assign to this frozen sisleihood of the allegoric 
family the office of weeping lor the dead, inasmuch as 
thev have incomparably less feeling than a lump of ice, 
which might contrive to shed a tear if the sun shone on 
it. But they seem to let themselves out, like the hired 
mourners of an English funeral, for the very reason that, 
having no interest in flic dead person, nor any affections 
or emotions whatever, it costs them no wear and tear of 

All round both fransqils of I lie church there is a scries 
of cliapels, inlo most, of which we went, and generally 
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found an inscrutably dark picture over (lie, altar, and 

often a marble bust or two, or perhaps n medieval statue 
of a saint or a modem monumental bas-relief in marble, 
as white as now- fallen snow. A chapel nf (be lionapartes 
is here, containing memorials of two female members of 
the family. Jn .several chapels, moreover, there were 
some of lliosc distressing frescos, by Giotto, Oimabuo, or 
their compeers, which, whenever I see them, — poor, 
faded relies, looking as if l lie Devil had been rubbing and 
scrubbing iliem for centuries, in spite against the saints, 
— my heart sinks and my stomach sickens. There is no 
oilier despondency like this ; it is a new ska do of hoir.an 
misery, akin (o tlio physical disease tliat eoines from dry- 
rot in a wall. These frescos arc to a oliu.ro]] what dreary, 
old remembrances are to a mind ; the drearier because 
they were once bright : Hope failing inlo Disappointment, 
Joy into Grief, and festal splendor passing into funereal 
duskiness, and saddening yon all the more by the grim 
identity that you find to exist between gay things and 
sorrowful ones. Only wail, long enough, and tliey turn 
out to be the very same. 

All the time we were in the church some great religious 
eercmonv bad been going forward; the organ playing 
and the while-robed priests bowing, gesti en luting, and 
making Latin prayers at the high altar, where at least 
a hundred wax tapers were burning in constellations. 
Everybody knelt, execjit ourselves, yet seemed not to be 
troubled by the echoes of our passing footsteps, nor to 
require that we should pray along with them. They 
consider us already losl irrevocably, no doubt, and there- 
fore ris'lit enough in taking no heed of their devotions: 
not but what we took so much heed, however, as to give 
the smallest, possible disturbance. By and by we sat 
down in the nave of the church till the ceremony should 
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In.: concluded; ant] then my wife It'll, me to go in quest 
of vol another chapel, where cither Cnnabiic Or Giotto, 
or both, liavc left some of their now ghaslly decorations. 
While site was gone I threw my eyes about tlie church, 
mid came to She conclusion 11ml, in spite of ils antiquity, 
its sue, its architecture, its pniulcd windows, its tombs of 
great men, anil all the revere net: and interest that broods 
over them, it is not an impressive edifice. Any little 
Norman church in Ihiglnnd would impress me as much, 
and more. There is something, I do not know what, 
hut it is in the region of the heart, rather than in the 
intellect, that Italian architecture, of whatever ago or 
style, never seems to reach. 

Leaving the Santa Croce, we went next in quest of the 
Riccardi Palace. On our way, in the rear of the Grand 
Ducal Piazza, we passed by the Bargello, formerly the 
palace of the I'odesta of 1'lorence, and now converted 
into a prison. It: is an immense square edifice of dark 
stone, with a tall, lank tower rising high aliove it at one 
comer. Two slone linns, symbols of tilt: city, lash their 
tails and glare at the passers-by ; and all over the front 
of the building windows are scattered irregularly, and 
grated with rusty iron bars; also there are many square 
holes, which probably admit a Utile light and a breath or 
two of air into prisoners' cells. It is a very ugly edifice, 
but looks antique, and as it' a vast, deal of history might 
have been transaeled within it, or have beaten, like fierce 
blasts, againsl its dark, massive walls, since (lie thirteenth 
century. When I first saw the city it struck me that 
there were few marks of antiquity in Florence ; but I 
am now inclined Id think otherwise, a 1 1 hough the bright 
Italian atmosphere, and l.he general squareness and mo- 
notony of the Italian architecture, bare their effect in 
apparently mode-ae/nig everything. Hut everywhere we 
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see tlic ponderous Tuscan basements that never cau 

decay, and which will look, live hundred years hence, as 
they look now ; and one olieu passes beneath an abbrevi- 
ated remnant of what was once a lofty tower, perhaps 
three hundred feet high, such as used to be numerous in 
Florence when each noble of the city had his own warfare 
to wage; and there are patches of sculpture that look 
ukl on houses, the modern stucco of which causes them 
In look almost new. Here and there an unmistakable an- 
tiquity stands in its own impressive shadow; the Church 
of Or San Michele, for instance, once a market, but 
which grew to be a church by some inherent titness and 
inevitable consecration. It has not the least, the asprct 
of a church, being high and square, like a medieval pal- 
ace; but deep and high niches arc let into its walls, 
within which stand great statues of saints, masterpieces 
of Donatello, and other sculptors of that age, before sculp- 
ture, began to be congealed by the influence of Greek art. 
The KJccardi 1'alaec is at the corner of the Via Larga. 
It was built by the lirst Cosmo de' Medici, the old 
banker, more than four centuries ago, and was long the 
home of the ignoble race of princes which he left behind 
lum. It looks fit to be still the home of a princely race, 
being nowise dilapidated nor decayed externally, nor 
likely to be so, its high Tuscan basement being as solid 
as a ledge of rock, and its upper portion not mucli less 
so, though smoothed into another order of stately archi- 
tecture. Entering its court from the Via Larga, we 
found ourselves beneath a pillared arcade, passing round 
the court like a cloister ; and on the walls of the palace, 
under this succession of arches, were statues, bas-reliefs, 
and sarcophagi, ill which, first, dead Pagans had slept, 
and then dead Christians, before the sculptured coffins 
were brought hither to adorn the palace of the Medici.. 
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In the most pi'Din iniihii. place was a Latin inscription of 
groat leiiglh and bivadth, chiefly in praise of old Cosmo 
iiiid liis deeds and wisdom. This mansion gives the vis- 
itor a stately notion of the life of a commercial man in 
the days when merchants were princes ; not that it 
seems to be so wonderfully extensive, nor so very grand, 
for I suppose there are a dozen Roman palaces that ex- 
eel it in both these particulars. Still, we cannot but be 
conscious that ii. must, have been, in some sense, a great. 
man who thought of founding a homestead like this, and 
was capable of filling it with liis personality, as the hand 
fills a glove. It lias been found spacious enough, sinee 
Cosmo's time, for an emperor and a pope and a king, all 
of whom have been guests in this house. After being 
the family mansion of the Mediei for nearly two centu- 
ries, it was sold to the Riceardis, but was subsequently 
bought of them by the government, and it is uow occu- 
pied by public oiliecs and societies. 

After sufficiently examining l.he court and its antiqui- 
ties, we ascended a noble staircase -hut. passes, by broad 
flights and square turns, to the region above the base- 
ment. Here the palace is out up and portioned off into 
little rooms and passages, and everywhere there were 
desks, inkstands, and men, with \wik in their fingers or 
behind their ears. We were shown into a little antique 
chapel, quite covered with frescos in the Giotto style, 
but painted by a certain Gozzoli. They were in pretty 
(rood preservation, and, in fact, I am wrong in comparing 
them to Giotto's works, inasmuch as there must have 
been nearly two hundred years between the two artists. 
The chapel was furnished with curiously cawed old chairs, 
ana looked surpri singly venerable within its little preoincl. 
We were next guided into the grand gallery, a hall 
of respectable size, with a frescoed ceding, on which is 
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represculed the blue sky, and various members of tlie 
Medici family ascc-nlmg [ii'-cugh it by tlie help of an- 
gelic, personages, who seem onh to have waited for their 
society to be perfectly happy. .At least, tliis was the 
meaning, .so far as I could make it. out, ;\loug one side 
of the gallery were oil-pie: hits on looking-glasses, rather 
good than oilierwise; but Rome, will) lier palaces and 
villas, lakes i.lio splendor out of all this sort of thing 
elsewhere. 

On our way home, and on our own side of the Ponte 
Vecchio, mt passed tlie Palazzo (-iuiecinrdini, tlie aneieut 
residence of the historian of It a! J, who whs a politic 
statesman of his day, and probably as cruel and unprin- 
cipled as any of those whose deeds he has recorded. 
Opposite, across the narrow way, siands tlie house of 
Maceliiavclli, who was his friend, and, I should judge, 
an honester man than ho. The house is distinguished 
by a marble tablet, let into the, wall, commemorative of 
Maceliiavclli, but has nothing antique or picturesque 
about it, being in a coulinuous line with other smooth- 
faced and stuccoed edifices. 

.Turn: Wh. - - Yesterday, at three o'clock t>. m., I went 

to see Hie final horse- race of the Feast of St. John, or 
rather lo see Hie concourse of people and grandees whom 
it brought together. I took my stand in the vicinity of 
Ihc spot, whence tin: Grand Duke and Ids courtiers view 
the race, and from this point the scene was rather better 
worth looking at than from the street. -co mors whence I 
saw it before. The vista of the street, s( ret chins!; far 
adown between two rows of lofty edifices, was really gay 
mid gorgeous with the silks, damasks, and tapestries of 
all bright hues, that flaunted from windows and balco- 
nies, whence ladies looked forth and looked down, them- 
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selves making I'll- liveliest part of lice show. The wliole 
capacity of [In: street swarmed with moving heads, leaving 
scarce mom enough for the carriages, which, as on Sun- 
day, passed up ami down, until the signal lor the race 
was given. Equipages, too, were constantly arriving at 
tlio door of the building which coiuuiuuicufes with the 
open loggia, when; l he Grand Ducal party sit to see and 
to be seen. Two sentinels were standing at the door, 
and presented arms as caeh courtier or ambassador, or 
whatever dignity it. might lie, alighted. Most of them 
had on go Id- embroidered court-dresses ; some of them 
had military uniforms, and medals in abundance at the 
breast; and ladies also came, looking like heaps of lace 
and gauz- in the carriages, but lightly shaking themselves 
iuto shape as they went up the steps. By and by a 
trumpet sounded, a drum heat, and again appeared a 
succession of half a dozen royal equipages, each with its 
sis horses, its posliliou, coachman, and three footmen, 
grand with cocked hats and embroidery ; and the gray- 
headed, bowing Grand Duke and his nodding Grand 
Diiehessus before. The Noble Cinard ranged Ihcmselvcs 
on horseback opposite i hi; login:;; but there was no irk- 
some and impertinent show of ceremony anil restraint 
upon the people. The play-guard of volunteer soldiers, 
who escort the President of the Knifed States in his 
Northern progresses, keep back their fellow-eituens much 
more sternly and immifigably than file Florcnfinc guard 
kept back the populace from its despotic sovereign. 

This morning J and I have been fu (be Ufiizi gal- 
lery. It was his firs' visit I here. a. id ho passed a swoop- 
ing condcmuatii.m upon everything he saw, except a fly, a 
snad-sheil, a caterpillar, a lemon, a piece of bread, and a 
wineglass, in some (if 1 1 if: Dutch pictures. The Venus de' 
.M.cdiei mef wills in s;>ri of favor. His foehug of utter 
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dislnste reacted upon me, and 1 w:is sensible of the siune 
weary lack of appreciation that used to chill me through, 
in my earlier visits to picture-galleries ; the same doubt, 
moreover, whether we do not. buiuhoo/.le ourselves in the 
greater pail. <if tin: admiration which we learn to bestow. 
I looked with some pleasure at one of Cnrreggio's Ma- 
donnas in the Tribune, — no divine and deep thoughtcd 
mother of the Saviour, but a young woman playing with 
her first child, as gay and thoughtless as itself. 1 looked 
at Michael Augeio's Madonna, in winch William IVnre 
saw sueli prophetic dc|il.li of feeling; but I. suspect it was 
one of tJie many instances in which the spectator sees 
more than the painter ever dreamed of. 

Straying tii rough the city, after leaving the gallery, we 
went into the Church of Or San Jlicliele. and saw in its 
nrehiteciure ilie traces uf its Iransforinalion from a mar- 
ket into a church. In iis prisliue state it consisted of 
a double row of three great open arches, wilh the wind 
blowing through tbein, and the sunshine falling a-lai.'- 
wise into theni, while the bustle of the market, the sale 
of fish, flesh, or fruit went on within, or brimmed over 
into the streets that enclosed I. hem ou every side. But, 
four or five hundred years ago. the broad arches were 
built up with si one -work ; window s were pierced lb rough 
and filled with painted glass ; a high altar, in a rich style 
of pointed Gothic, was raised ; shrines and confessionals 
were set up ; and here it is, a solemn and antique church, 
where a man may buy his salvalion instead of his dinner. 
At any rate, the Calholie priest? will insure it to him, and 
take the price. Tin: scuhite re widen ;be beautifully dec- 
orated niches, )i the outside of the church, is very curi- 
ous and interesting. The statues of those old saints seem 
to have that charm of earnestness which so attracts the 
admirers of the Prc-liaphaclilc painters. 
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Ir. appears that a picture (if the Virgin used to hang 
against one (if the pillars of ihe market-place while it was 
still a market-, and in llic year 1291 several miracles were 
wrought by it, insomuch that a chapel was consecrated 
for it. So many worshippers came to the shrine that 
the business of the market, was impeded, ami ultimately 
the Virgin and St. Michael mm the whole space for them- 
selves. The iippei' part of the edifice was at that time 
a granary, and is still used for other than religious pur- 
poses. This church was one sn::>l. to which the inhabi- 
tants betook the in selves much for refuge anil divine assist- 
ance during the great, plague described by Boccaccio. 

July 2,-7. -Wo. set out yesterday morning to visit the. 

Fahzzii B mrotli, Michael Anglo's ancestral home. 

... . It is in the Via Ghibetlina, an ordinary-looking, 

th run-story honse, with broad brn ed eaves, a stuccoed 

front, and two or three wii.dmvs painted in fresco, besides 
the real ones. A down the street, there is a glimpse of 
the hills outside of Florence. The sun shining heavily 
directly upon the front, we rang the door-bell, and then 
drew back into the shadow that fell from the opposite 
side of the street. After we had waited some time a. 
man looked out from an upper window, and a woman 
from a lower one, and informed us that we could not be 
admitted now, nor for two or three months to come, the 
house being under repairs. It is a pity, for 1 wished to 
see Michael Angelo's .sword and walking-stick and old 
slippers, and whatever other of his closest personalities 
are to he shown 

We passed into the Piazza nf the Grand Duke, and 
looked into the court of the Palazzo Vecchio. with its 
beautifully embossed pillars; and : seeing just beyond the 
court a staircase of broad and easy steps, we. ascended it 
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ar. a venture. Upward mid upward we went, flight after 
(light of stairs, and through passages, till at last we found 
mi iillU'iai who ushered us into a large saloon. It was tlie 
Hall of Audience, lis heavily embossed ceiling, rich with 
tarnished gold, was a feature of antique niagmtieence, 
and the only one that it. retained, tlie Hour being paved 
wi; :] tiles and tin"; fund; are scant \ or none. There were. 
however, three cabinets standing against the walls, two 
of which contained very ruinous and exquisite carvings 
and cuttings in ivory ; sonic of them in I lie Chinese stylo 
of hollow, conceal rie halls ; others, really beautiful works 
of art: little crucifixes, statues, saintly and knightly, anil 
eups enriched with delicate bas-reliefs. The custode 
pointed to a small figure of St. Sebastian, and also to a 
vase around which the reliefs seemed to assume life. 
Both these specimens, he said, were by Bcivvcuulu Cel- 
lini, and there were manv others that might well have 
been wrought by his famous hand. The third cabinet 
contained a great number and variety of crucifixes, chal- 
ices, and whatever oilier vessels are needed in altar ser- 
vice, exquisitely carved out of amber. They belong to 
the chapel of I lie palace, and into I hit holy chisel we were 
now conducted. It is large enough to accommodate 
comfortably perhaps thirty worshippers, and is quite cov- 
ered with frescos by filiirluiidiiio in good preservation, 
and with remnants enough of gilding and bright, color to 
show how splendid the chapel miisi have been when the 
Medicean Grand "Dukes used to pray here. The altar is 
still ready for service, and I am not. sure that some of the 
wax tapers were not. burning; but Lorenzo the Muguill- 
cent was nowhere to be seen. 

The cuslode now led us back through the Hall of 
Audience into a smaller room, bun? w'.ui nietures chiefly 
of ihc .Medici and (heir connections, among whom was 
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on;; Carolina, ail iutcliigiiii and prelty child, ami Biuuca 
CapeJla. 

There was nothing else to show us, except a very 
noble and most spacious saloon, lighted by two large 
windows at. each cud. coming down level with the floor, 
and by a row of windows on one side just bencuih the 
cornice. A aildcd framework divides tlic ceding inin 
squares, circles, and octagons, the compartments of 
which are filled wit.li pictures in oil; and tins walls arc 
covered with immense frescos, representing various bat- 
tles and triumphs of the Florentines. Statues by JUidia.d 
Aiigelo, John of Bologna, and Bandinello, as well his- 
toric as ideal, stand round the hall, and it is really a lit 
(lieai re for tin- historic scenes of a country to lie acted in. 
It was built, moreover, with the idea of its being the 
council-hall of a free people; but our own little Kaiieuil, 
which was meant, in all simplicity, to be merely a spot 
where the townspeople should meet to choose their se- 
lectmen, lias served the world better in that respect, I 
wish I had more room to speak of this vast, dusky, his- 
toric hall. [Tins volume of journal closes here.] 

Jalg ilh, 1853. — Yesterday forenoon we went to sec 
flie Church of Santa Maria Novella. We found tlu 
piaz/a, on one side of which the enure!! stands, encum- 
bered with the ainpliil.healrical ranges of wooden seats 
that had been erected to accommodate (lie spectators of 
the chariot-races, at (lie recent 1'casl of Si. John. The 
front of the church is composed of black and while mar- 
ble, which, in flie course of the five centuries that il has 
been built, has turned brown and yellow. (In the right 
hand, as you approach, Is a long colonnade of arches, ex- 
tending on a line with the facade, and having a lonih 
beneath every arch. This cohmiiad-e forms one of the 
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enclosing "-'alls of a cloister. We found none of the 
front entrances open, but on our left, in a wall at right 

angles with tlit church, there was an open gateway, ap- 
proaching which, to .saw, within the four-sided colon- 
nade, an enclosed green space of a cloister. Tins is what 
is called the Chiostro Verde, so named from the prevail- 
ing color of the frescos with which Ihe walls benoulli the 
arches are adorned. 

This cloister is the reality of what I used to imagine 
when I saw the hnif-ioiuoiis colonnades connected with 
English cathedrals, or endeavored to trace out the lines 
along the broken wall of some old abbey. Not that this 
extant cloister, slill perfect, and in daily use for its origi- 
nal purposes, is nearly so heaulifiil as I lie crumbling ruin 
which has eeascd to be Iroddcn bv monkish 1'cel for more 
than three centuries. The cloister of Santa Maria has 
not the seclusion (hat is desirable, being open, by ils 
gateway, lo the public square ; and several of the neigh- 
bors, women as well as men, were loitering within ils 
precincts. The convent, however, has aisolher and larger 
cloister, which I suppose is kept free from interlopers. 
The Cliioslro Verde is a walk round the four sides of a 
.square, beneath an arched and groined roof. One side 
of the walk looks upon an enclosed green space with a 
fountain or a tomb (1 forget which) in the centre ; the 
other side is ornamented all along with a succession of 
ancient fresco?, rc]ire-ci'.tin^ subjects of Scripture his- 
tory. In the days when llic designs were more distinct 
than now, it must have been a very effective way for a 
monk to read Bible hislory, to see i!s personages and 
events thus passing visibly beside him in his moruiui; and 
evening walks. Jieneath Hie frescos on one side of the 
cloislcred walk, and along ihe low stone parapet that 
separates it from the grass plat on the ol her, are iuserip- 
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Lions to the memory of the do.ai who are buried under- 
neath the pavement. The most of these were modern, 
and recoiil-'d 111. 1 - names of persons of no particular note. 
Oilier monumental .skills were inlaid ivirli the pavement 
itself. Two or three Dominican monks, belonging to iiie 
convent, passed in and out, while we were there, in their 
white habits. 

After going round i liri.-r: hides, we came to the fourth, 
formed by the wall of the cuiii-eh, ami heard the voiee of 
a priest behind a eitrlain itiiit. fell down before a door. 
Lifting ii aside, we went in, and found ourselves in the 
ancient chapter-house, a large interior formed by two 
",-reat pointed arches crossing one another in a groined 
roof. Tlie broad spaces of the walls were entirely cov- 
ered with frescos that arc rich even now, and must have 
glowed with an inexpressible splendor, when fresh from 
the artists' hands, live hundred years ago. There is 
a long period, during which frescos iliu'nnnte a church 
or a hall in a way that no other adornment can ; when 
this epoch of brightness is pasi, thev become the dreari- 
est ghosts of perished luiiguiikmce This chap. 

ter-house is the only pari, of the church that is now used 
for the purposes of public- worship. There are several 
confessionals, mid two chapels or shrines, each with its 
lighted tapers. A priest performed ina-s \i lido we were 
there, and several persons, as usual, stepped hi to do 
a little devotion, either praying on their own account, 
or uniting with the ceremony thai was going forward. 
One man was followed by two little dogs, and in the 
midst of his prayers, as one of the dogs was inclined to 
stray about the church, he kept snapping his lingers to 
call him back. The cool, dusky refreshment of these 
holy places, affording sueli a refuge from the hot noon of 
the streets and pia/./as. probably suggests dovoiioiial ideas 
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to the people, and it may be, when they arc praying, 
they feel a breath of Paradise fanning thorn. If we 
could only see ai.y good clteei; in their daily life, we 
mighl deem il iiii c\et:llent thing I olio able to finil incense 
and a prayer always ascending, to which every individual 
may join his own. J really wonder that the Catholics 
are not better men and women. 

When we had looked at the old frescos, .... we 
emerged into the cloister again, and thence ventured 
into a passage wh : .e!i would ji;i vc led us lo (tie (.'liiosti-o 
Grande, "where .strangers, and especially ladies, have no 
right hi go. It, was a secluded corridor, very neatly- 
kept, hordered with sepulchral mouittnciils, and at the 
end appeared a vista of cyprcss-lrccs, which indeed were 
but an illusory perspective, being painted in fresco. 

While we loitered along the sacristan appeared 

mid (j fieri il to show lis ihe cliurcb. and led us into the 
Iransopl on the right ol'lhc high altar, mid ushered us into 
the sacrisly, where we found two arlisls copying sonic 
of Fra Augclieo's pictures. These were painted on the 
three wooden leaves of a triptych, and, as usual, were 
slorificd wilh a great deal of gliding, so that they seemed 
to float in the brightness of a heavenly element. Solo- 
mon speaks of " apples of Sold in pictures of silver." The 
pictures of Fra Augelieo, and other artists of that age, 
arc really pictures of gold ; and it, is wonderful to see 
how rich the effect, and how much delicate beauty is 
attained i'hy Fra- Augelieo at leu.sl) a long with it. His 
miniature-heads appear to me much more successful than 
his hirger ones. In a monkish point of view, however, 
the chief value of the triptych of which I urn speaking 
does not lie in the pictures, for they merely serve as the 
framework of some relics, which are set all round the 
edges of the three leaves. They consist of little bits and 
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fragments of bones, mid of packages cure fully tied op in 
silk, tin: contents of which are signalled in Gothic letters 
appended to each parcel. The saered vessels of the 
church are likewise kepi, iti the sacristy 

Re-entering the transept, our guide showed us (lie 
chupcl of the Stn.n/.i family, which is accessible by a 
(light of .sfej>s from the floor of the church. The walls 
of this chapel are covered with frescos by Oreugna, rep- 
resenting around the altar the Last Judgment, and on 
one of the walls heaven and the assembly of the blessed, 
and on tlie other, of course, hell. I eauuot speak as to 
the truth of the representation ; but, at all events, it 
was purgatory to look at it 

We nest passed into the choir, which occupies the 
extreme end of the church behind the great square 
mass of Hie high altar, and is surrounded with a double 
row of aueient oaken seats of venerable shape and carv- 
ing. The choir is illuminated by a threefold Gothic 
window, full of richly painted glass, worth all l.bc fres- 
cos that ever stained a wall or ceiling; but these walls, 
nevertheless, are adorned with frescos by < c :, ' rla 1 1 cl;i i: >. 
and it is easy to see must once have made a magnifi- 
cent, appearance, I really was sensible of a sad and 
ghostly beauty in many of the figures; but all the 
bloom, the itia^ic of the piiiulcr'; touch, his topmost ail, 
have long ago been rubbed olf, the while plaster showing 
through the colors in spots, and even in large spaces. 
Any other sort of ruin acquires a beauty proper to its 
decay, and often superior to that of its pristine sta'e; 
hut the ruin of a pic I lire, especially of a fresco, is wholly 
unredeemed ; and, moreover, it dies so slowly that many 
generations are likely to be saddened by it. 

We next saw the famous picture of the Virgin by 
Ciinidnie, uhieh was deemed a miracle in its day 
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and still brightens the sombre walls with the lustre of 

its gold ground. As to its artistic merits, it seems to 
jnc thiil the babe Jesus has a certain air of state and 
dignity ; but I could see no charm whatever in the 

broad-l'accd Virgin, and it, would relieve my mind and 
rejoice my spirit it' the picture were borne out of the 
church in another triumphal procession (like the One 
which brought it t litre j, and reverently burnt. This 
should be (he final honor paid to all human works that. 
have served a good office in their day, for when their 
day is over, if still galvanized into false life, they do 

harm instead of good The interior of Santa 

Maria Novella is spacious and in the Gothic style, though 
differing from I'inglish churches of that order of archi- 
tecture. It is not now kept open to the public, nor 
were any of the shrines and chapels, nor even the high 
altar itself, adorned and lighted for worship. The pic- 
tures that, decorated the shrines along the side aisles 
have been removed, leaving bare, blank spaces of brick- 
work, very dreary and desolate to behold. This is al- 
most worse than a black oil-painting or a fade il fresco. 
The church was much injured by the Trench, and after- 
wards by the Auslrians, both powers having quartered 
their troops wiihin the holy precincts. Its old walls, 
however, are yet stalwart enough to outlast another set 
of frescos, and to see the beginning and the end of a 
new school of painting as long-lived as Cimabue's. I 
should be sorry to have the church go to decay, because 
it was here that Boccaccio's dames and cavaliers en- 
countered one aiiol her, and formed their plan of retreat- 
ing into the country during the plague 

At (he door we bought, a string of beads, with a small 
crueiii\ appended, in memory of the place. The beads 
seem to be of a grayish, pear-shaped seed, and the seller 
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assured us that they were the (cars of tit. .lob. They 
were cheap, probably because Job shed so many tears 
in his lifetime. 

It being still early hi the day, we went to the Uffizi 
gallery, and after loitering a Rood while among the pic- 
tures, "ere so fortunate as to find the room of the 
bronzes open. The first object that attracted us was 
John or Bologna's Herein - ;, poising himself on tiptoe, 
and looking not merely buoyant enough to tloat, but as 
if he possessed more than the eagle's power of lofty 
flight. It seems a wonder that lie did not absolutely 
iling himself into the air when the artist gave him the 
last touch. No bolder work was ever achieved ; nothing 
so full of life has been done since. I was much inter- 
ested, too, iu the original little was model, two feet 
high, of Benvonut.o Cellini's Perseus. The wax seems 
to be kid over a wooden framework, and is but roughly 
finished off. .... 

In an adjoining room are innumerable specimens of 

Roman and El ruseiii bronzes, great and small. A bronze 
(.'liimer.i did not strike me as very ingeniously coia-eked, 
the goal's heail being merely an adjunct, growing out of 
the back of (he monster, without, possessing any original 
and substantive share in its nature. The snake's head is 
at the end of the tail. The object most really interesting 
was a Roman eagle, the standard of the Twenty -fourth 
Legion, about I he size of a blackbird. 

July Sli.— On the 6th wc went to the Chun* of the 

Annunziala, which stands in the nitizzn of the same name. 
On the corner of the Via dei I>ern is the palace which I 
suppose to I if: the one tleii liroweing makes 'lie scene of 
his poem, ''The Sialur mm tile !!ust," and the statue of 
"Duke Fcrdmaml sils stalely on horseback, with his face 
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turned towards the window, where the lady ought to ap- 
pear. Neither she nor the Lust, however, was visible, at, 
least not "to my eyes. The church occupies one side of 
the piazza, ami in fronl of ii, as likewise- mi the two ad- 
joining side; of tlu: square, there are pillared arcades, 
constructed by Brunelleschi or liis scholars. Alter pass- 
ing llirougli these arches, and still before entering the 
church itself, you eoine to an ancient cloister, which is 
now quite enclosed in glass as a means of preserving 
some frescos of Andrea del Snrto and others, which are 
considered valuable. 

Passing the threshold of the, church, we were quite 
dazzled by the splendor that shone upon us from the 
ceiling of (lie nave, the great. parallelograms of which, 
viewed from imc end. look as if 1'ieh'y embossed all over 
wit.li gold. The whole inleriur, indeed, lias an effect of 
brightness and magnificence, the walls being covered 
mostly with light -colored marble, into which are inlaid 
compartments of rarer and richer marbles. The pillars 
and pilaslci'S, too, are of variegaled marbles, with Corin- 
thian eapitals, thai, shine just as brightly as if they were 
of solid gold, so faithfully have ilicy been gilded and 
burnished. The pavement is formed of squares of black 
and while marble. There are no side aisles, but ranges 
of chapels, with communication from one to another, 
stand round the whole extent, of the nave and choir; all 
of marble, all decorated with pictures, statues, busts, and 
mitral monuments: all worth, separately, a day's inspec- 
tion. The high altar is of great beauty and richness, 
.... and also the lomh of John of Bologna in a chapel 
at the remotest extremity of the church. In this chapel 
there are some bas-reliefs by him, and also a large cruci- 
fix, with a marble Christ upon it. I think there has 
been no better sculptor since the days of Phidias 
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Tim church was founded by seven gentlemen of Flor- 
ence, who formed themselves iulo a religious order culled 
"Servants of JIary." Many miraculous cures were 
wrought here ; and the church, in consequence, was so 
thickly hung with votive oll'erings of legs, arms, and 
other ihings in wax, that limy used to tumble upon peo- 
ple's heads, so l.hui: dually I hoy wore a!l cleared out as 
rubbish. The church is still, 1 should imagine, looked 
o I ion as a place of peculiar sane I il y ; tor wlole we were 
there it bad an unusual number of kneeling worshippers, 
and persons were passing from shrine to shrine all round 
the nave and choir, praying awhile at eai'ii, ami 1 hus per- 
forming a pilgrimage at. little cost, of time and labor. 
One old genlloinuu, I observed, carriedu cushion or pad, 
just big enough for one knee, on which he carefully ad- 
justed his genulhwions bel'oi'e each altar. An old woman 
in the choir prayed a! I ornately to ns and to the saints, 
with most success, J hope, in her petitions to the latter, 
though certainly her prayers t.o ourselves seemed the 
more fervent of tho two. 

When we had gone entirely round the church, we 
cone at last to lite chapel of the Annuiniiata, which 
stands on the floor of the nave, on the left baud as we 
enter. It is a very beautiful piece of architecture,' — a 
sort of canopy of marble, supported upon pillars; and 
its luaguihVi'iiee within, in marble and silver, and all 
manner of holy decoration, is quite indescribable. It 
was built four hundred years ago, by l'ietro do' Medici, 
and has probably been growing richer ever since. The 
altar is entirely of silver, richly embossed. As many. 
people were kneeling on the steps before it as could find 
room, and most of them, whet) I hey linished their prayers, 
ascended the steps, kissed over ami over again the mar- 
gin of the silver altar, laid their foreheads upon it, and 
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then deposited an offering in a box placed upon the 
altar's top. 1'roin tlie dulncss of the chink in the only 
ease when I heard it, I judged it to be a small copper 

In the inner part of this chapel is preserved a miracu- 

hiiis pier u re of the " Srnil issmm A miuu7.iala,"' painted hy 
angels, mnl held in such holy ri.'pule Hint foi'ly thousand 
dollars have lately been expended in providing a new 
crown for the sacred personage represented. The picture 
is now veiled behind a corlaiu ; and as it is a fresco, and 
is not considered to do much eivihi. to the angelic arlisls, 
I was well contented not to see it. 

We found a side door of the church admitting us into 
the great cloister, which lias a walk of intersecting 
arches round its four sides, paved with tlal toiubslones. 
and broad enough for six people to walk abreast. On 
(he walls, hi the semicircles of each successive arch, are 
iivsC'is representing incident.- in llie lives of the seven 
founders of I he church, and all the lower part of the wall 
is intrusted wilh marble inscriptions to the memory of 
(be dead, and mostly of persons who have died not very 
long ago. The spurn enclosed by the cloistered walk, 
usually made cheerful by green grass, has a pavement of 
loinbsloncs laid in regular ranges. In the centre is a 
slonc octagonal si rurture, which at first. I supposed to 
he lite lomb of some deceased mrdia'val personage; but, 
nn approaching, J found it a well, with its bucket hang- 
ing within the curb, and looking as if it were in constant 
use. The surface of the water lay deep beneath the 
(Ir.qirat dust of the dead people, ami tliwioc, threw up fa 
picture of the sky ; but I think it would not be a mod- 
crate thirst thai would induce me to drink of that well. 

On leaving the church we bought a little gilt ciu- 
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On Sunday evening I piid a slioi-f. visit to Mr. Powers, 
and, as usual, was entertained and instructed with his 
(.■mi versa! ion. It. did nut, indeed, turn 11 pi.m arlislical 
subjects; but the artistic is only one side of his char- 
acter, and, I think, not the principal side. He might 
have achieved valuable success as an engineer and mech- 
anician. He gave a dissertation on flying-machines, 
evidently from his ov.11 experience, and came to the con- 
elusion I hat it is impossible to l!y by means of steam or 
any other motive-power now known to man. No force 
hitherto attained would suffice to lift tlic engine which 
generated it. He appeared to anticipate that living will 
be a future mode of locomotion, but not till the mora! 
eundiliuii of mankind is so improved as to obviate the 
bad uses to which the power might be applied. Another 
topie discussed was a cure for complaints of the chest 
by Hie iuhalalion of nitric acid ; and be produced his own 
apparatus for that purpose, being merely a tube inserted 
into a bottle containing a small quantity of the aeid, just 
enough to prodoee the gas for inlml.it ion. He fold me, 
too, a remedy for burns accidentally discovered by him- 
self; viz., to wear wash-leather, or something equivalent, 
over the burn, and keep if constantly wet. It. prevents 
all pain, and cures by the exclusion of the air. He 
evidently lias a great tendency lo empirical remedies, 
and would have made a natural doctor of mighty po- 
tency, possessing the shrewd sense, inventive faculty, 
and s:-'i'-r. 'kauee that such persons require. It is very 
singular (hat there, should be an idea! vein in a man of 
tins character. 

This morning he called to sec me, with intelligence of 
the failure of the new attempt to lay the electric cable 
between England and America ; and here, too, it anpenrs 
the misfortune might have been avoided if a plan of his 
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own for laying the cable I irni ln'cu adopted. He ex- 
plained his process, mid made if seem as practicable as 
to put up a bell-wire. I do not remember how or why 
(but. apposilcly) Ik: repeated some verses, from a pretty 
little ballad about fairies, that bad struck liis fancy, and 
lie wound up bis talk with some acute observations on 
the characters of General Jackson and other public men. 
He told an anecdote, illustrating (he old trcueral's small 
acquaintance with astronomical science, and his force 
of will in compelling a whole dinner-party of better in- 
structed people than himself to succumb to him in an 
argument about, eclipses and the planetary svskun gen- 
erally. Powers witnessed the scene himself. "He thinks 
that General Jackson was a man of the keenest, and 
surest intuitions, in respect to men and measures, but. 
with no power of reasoning out liis own conclusions, or 
of imparting them intellectually to other persons. Men 
who have known Jackson hitimateh, ar,d in great affair.-., 
would not agree as to this intellectual and argmnenla- 
live deficiency, though they would fully allow the intui- 
tive faculty. I have heard General Pierce tell a striking 
instance of Jackson's power of presenting his own view 
of a subject with irresistible force to the mind of the 
auditor. President Hiiohaunii has likewise expressed to 
me as high admiration of Jackson as I ever heard one 
man award to unrulier. Sorely he was a jrreat man, and 
bis native strength, na well of intellect as character, 
compelled every man to be his tool that, came within his 
reach; and the more cunning the individual might be, 
it served only to make him the sharper tool. 

Speaking of Jackson, and ronieijibcrmsr Raphael's pic- 
ture of Pope Julius li., the best portrait in the whole 
world, mid excellent in all iis repetitious, [ wish it bad 
been possible for Haphael io paint General Jackson ! 
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tivc should be orators, and tho readiest and most fluent 
orators that can be found. The very fact (on which 
they are selected) that they are men of words makes 
it improbable that they are likewise men of deeds. And 
it is only tradition and old cusloio, founded on an obso- 
lete state of (.longs, tint iissi.siis any value to parliament- 
ary oratory. Tin' world has done with it, except as an 
intellectual pastime. The speeches have no effect till 
they are converted into newspaper paragraphs ; and they 
hail better be composed as such, in the first place, and 
oratory reserved for churches, courts of law, and public 
dinucr-tablcs. 

July V)lh. ■ — ■My wife and 1. went yesterday forenoon 
to see Ibe Church of !>:ui Marco, with which is connected 

a convent of Dominicans The interior is not less 

than three or four hundred years old, and is in the 
classic style, with a Hal. celling, gilded, and a lofty arch, 
supported by pillars, between the nave and ehoir. There 
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arc no side aisles, but ranges of shrines on both sides of 
Hie, nave, each beneath Us own jiaif of pillars and pedi- 
ments. The pavement is of brick, with here and there a 
marble tombstone inlaid. It. is not a tnaguiticenl ehureh ; 
hilt loots dingy with lime and apparent neglect, though 
rendered sufficiently iiiir-rrrsLnifr by statues of niedinwal 
(late by John of Bologna and oilier old sculptors, and 
by monumental busts and bas-reliefs : also, there is a 
wood™ cmciiis by liiotlo, with ancient, gilding on it: 
and a painting of Christ, which was considered a wonder- 
fill work in its day. Each shrine, or most of them, at any 
rale, had its dark old picture, and there is a very old and 
hideous mosaic of the Virgin and two saints, which I 
Inked at very slightly, with the purpose of immediately 
forgetting it. Savonarola, the reforming monk, was a 
brother of this convent, and was torn from its shelter, to 
be subsequently hanged and burnt in the Grand Ducal 
Piazza. A large chapel in the left transept is of the 
Salviali family, dedicated to St. Anthony, and decorated 
with several statues of saints, and with some old frescos. 
When we had more than sufficiently examined these, the 
cuslode proposed to show us some frescos of 1'ra An- 
gelico, and conducted us into a large cloister, under the 
arches of which, and beneath a covering of glass, he 
pointed to a picture of SI. Dominic kneeling Jit I lie Cross. 
There are two or three others by the angelic friar in dif- 
ferent parts of the cloister, and u regular series, Idling up 
all the arches, by various artists. Its four-sided, clois- 
tered walk surrounds a square, open to the sky as usual, 
and paved with gray stones that have no inscriptions, but 
probably arc laid over graves. Its walls, however, are 
intrusted, and the walk itself is paved with monumental 
inscriptions on marble, none of wdiieh, so far ds I ob- 
served, were of ancient date. Either the fashion of thus 
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cnniiuemoratm<; the dead is not ancient in Florence, or 
the did tombstones have been removed lo make room fur 
new ones. I do not know where the monks themselves 
Lave their burial-place ; perhaps in an inner eloister, 
which we did not see. All the inscriptions here, T be- 
lieve, were in memory of persons nut connected with the 
convent, 

A door in tie wall of the cloister admitted us into tie 
duplet'- house, its interior moderately spacious, with a 
roof formed by intersecting arches. Three sides of the 
walls were covered wit h hissed whitewash ; but on the 
fourth sid;s, opposite to tie entrance, was a great fresco 
of the Crucifixion, by 1'ra AnL'elico, surrounded with a 
border or pictured Framework, in vvhich are represented 
Ih. 1 . heads of siiinls, prophets, and sibyls, as large ns life, 
Tlie cross of ihe Saviour and those of the thieves were 
painted against a dark red sky; the figures upon tlievn 
were lean and attenuated, evidently Ihe vague conceptions 
of a man win had never seen a naked figure. Beneath, 
was a multitude of people., most of whom were saints 
who hail lived and been martyred long after the Crucifix- 
ion; and some of these had wounds from which gilded 
rays shone forth, as if the. inner glory and blessedness of 
Ihe holy men biased through Ihein. It is a very ugly 
picture, and its ugliness is not that of streni.-l.h and vigor, 
but of weakness and incompetency. Fra Angelico should 
have confined himself to miniature heads, in which his 
delicacy of touch and ininulc labor often produce an ex- 
cellent effect. The eustode informed us that, there were 
more frescos of this pious urlist in the interior of the 
Ciiuvput, into which 1 might be allowed admittance, but 
not my wife. I declined seeing (hem, ami neaifi'.'y 
thanked heaven for my escape. 

HcV,jL';ii!iLi trough the church, we slopped to look at 
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a shrine on the right of the entrance, where several 

wax candles were lighted, and tin 1 , steps of which were 
crowded with worshippers. Il was evidently a spot, of 
special sanctity, and, approaching the steps, we saw, be- 
hind a gilded frame Hurl, (if si ills and protected by glass, 
a wooden image, of the Suvkiur, naked, covered with 
spots of blood, crowned with thorns, and expressing all 
the human wretchedness that the carver's skill could 
represent. The whole shrine, within the -lass, was hung 
will) offering, as well of silver and gold as of tinsel and 
trumpery, and the body of Christ glistened will, gold 
chains and ornaments, and with watches of silver and 
gold, some of which appeared lo he of verv old manu- 
facture, and others might be new. Amid all this glitter 
the face of pain and grief looked forth, not a whit com- 
forted. While we stood there, a woman, who had been 
praying, arose from her knees and laid an offering of a 
single llower upon the shrine. 

The corresponding arch, on the opposite side of the 
entrance, contained a wax-work wilhin a large glass 
case, representing the Nativity. I do not remember 
how the Blessed Infant looked, but the Virgin was 
gorgeously dressed in silks, satins, and gauzes, with 
spangles and ornaments of all kinds, and, I believe, 
brooches of real diamonds on her bosom. Her attire, 
judging from its freshness aud newness of glitter, might 
have been put. on that very morning. 

■July \?>lh. — We went for the second time, this morn- 
ing, to the Academy of Fine Arts, and I looked pretty 
Ihorouglily al the IVe-Hapliaclit.e pictures, few of which 
(ire really worth looking at nowadays. Ciinabue and 
Giotto might, certainly lie dismissed, in.meel'oi'fh and for- 
ever, without any detriment lo the cause of good art. 
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There is what seems lo me a better picture than either 
of these has produced, by lioiiumico Ibiii'alinaeco, sui art- 
ist of about their (bite or not long after. The first real 
picture in (lie scries is the " Adoralion of the Magi/'' by 
IJentilc da Fabriano, it really splendid work in all senses. 
with noble and beautiful ligures in it, and a crowd of 
personages, managed wiili great skill. Three pictures 
by Prrugiiio are tin: only other ones I eared to look at. 
In one of these, the lace of the Virgin who holds the 
dead Christ on lire kui.es lias a deeper expression of woe- 
than can ever have been painted since. After I'eriigijiu 
(he pictures erase to be interesting; the art came for- 
ward with rapid strides, but the painters and their pro- 
ductions do not take nearly so much hold of the specta- 
tor as before. They all paint better than Giotto and 
Cimabne,— in some respects better than Perugino ; but 
they paint in vain, probably because thev were not 
nearly so much in earnest, and meant far less, though 
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Lands. No v.'(ir,i;iT lhat wrong gets (he linttri- of right, 
and thai good iUid ill arc confounded, if the Supreme; 
Head were as here depicted ; for I never saw, and no- 
body else kit saw, so purled a representation of a per- 
son burdened willi a (ask infinitely above his strength. 
If Carlo Dolce had been wicked enough (o know what 
lie was doing, tliu piulnrc would liavc been most, blasphe- 
mous, —a satire, in tin: very person of the Almighty, 
against all incompetent rulers, and against flic rickety 
machine and crazy action of the universe. Heaven for- 
give me for such thoughts as this picture lias suggested ! 
It must bu added ihat the great original defect in the 
character as here represented is an easy good-nalurc, 
I wonder wliat Michael Augclo would have said to tliis 
painting. 

In the large, enclosed court connected with the 
Academy there are a numher of statues, bas-reliefs, 
and casts, and what was especially interesting, the vague 
and rude commencement of a statue of St. Matthew by 
Michael Augelo. The conceptions of this great sculptor 
were- so godlike that lie seems to have been discoul.ctil.cd 
at not likewise po.-sessiug (he godljkc attribute of creat- 
ing and embodying (lieni will, an instantaneous thought, 
and therefore sic often lind sculptures from his hand 
left at the critical point of their struggle to get out of 
the marble. The statue of St. Matthew looks like tie 
antediluvian fossil of a human being of an epoch when 
humanity was mightier and more majestic than now, 
long ago iaiprisoiiid in stone, and half uncovered again. 

Jul:/ \\\ili. --"We went yesterday forenoon to seethe 
Bargello. I do not know anything mure picturesque in 
Plorcuce (hail the t'roat interior court of this ancient 
Palace of the Podesla, with the lofty height of the 
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ediiice looking down into the fm-luM.:-(l spin:.-, dark and 
stem, and the armorial hearings of a long succession (if 
niagisl rales curved in si one upon llio walls, ;i garland, as 
it were, of those Gothic devices extending quite round 
the court. The best, feature of (lie whole is the- broad 
stone staircase, with its heavy balustrade, ascending 
externally from Hib court to tlie iron-grated door in tlie 
second story. We [Kissed the sentinels under tlie lofly 

archway th.Ucoi n lieafes with Hie street, and went up 

the stairs without being questioned nv impeded. At the 
iron-grated door, however, we were met by two officials 
in uniform, who courteously informed us that there was 
nothing to his exhibited in the Bargello except an old 
chapel tout ailing some frescos by Giotto, and that these 
could only be seen by making a previous appointment 
with the cusiodc, lie not being constantly on hand. I 
was not sorry to escape iki frescos, though one of them 
is a portrait of Dante. 

We next went to the Church of tlie Kadia, uliieh is 
built in the form of a Greek cross, with a Hat roof em- 
bussed and once splendid with now tarnished gold. The 
pavement is of brick, and the walls of dark stone, similar 
to that of the interior of the cathedral (pinli-n ,'imw), 
and there being, according to Florentine custom, but 
little light, the effect was sombre, though the eool 
gammy dusk was refreshing after the hot turmoil and 
dazzle of the adjacent street. Here we found three or 
four Gothic (omhs, with figures of (he deceased persons 
stretched in marble slumber upon them. There were 
likewise a picture or two, which it was i in possible to 
see; indeed, I have hardly ever met with a picture in a 
church that was not utterly wasted and thrown away in 
the deep shadows of Hie chapel il was meant to adorn. 
If there is the remulest chance of its being seen, the 
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sacristan hangs a curtain before it for tlic sake of his 
fee for withdrawing it. In the chapel of the Bianco 
family we saw (if it, could he culled seeing) what is 
considered the finest oil-[iaiuting of ];Y;i 1'ilippo Lippi. 
It was evidently hung with reference to a lofty window 
on the other side (if the church, whence snllieient. light 
might fall upon it to show a picture so yividb painted 
as this is, and as must of 1'ra 1'ilippo Lippi's are. The 
window « ils ruriubicd. however, and Ihr c:;iiipei so dusky 
that I could make out nothing. 

Several persons Came iti to say Iheir prayers during 
Ihe little lime that we remained in the church, and as we 
came out we passed a good woman who sat knitting in 
the coolness of the. vestibule, which was lined with mural 
tombsloues. Probably she spends the day 1.1ms, keeping 
up the little industry of her fingers, slipping into the 
church to pray whenever ii devotional impulse swells into 
her heart, and asking an alma as often as she sees a per- 
son of charitable aspect. 

From the church vie went to ihe Utlbi gallery, and reiii- 
sperlcd I he ".-renter part of it pretty fiiithi'tdly. Wc had 
the good fortune, too, again lo gel admittance into the 
cabinet of bronzes, where we admired anew the wonder- 
ful airiness of John of Dolngna's Mercury, which, a.s I 
now observed, rests on nothing substantial, but on the 
breath of a zephyr beneath him. We also saw a bronze 
bust of one of the Medici by lieiivenuto Cellini, and a 
thousand other things 1 1n: curiosity of which is overlaid 
by their multitude. The .Roman eagle, which I have 
recorded to be about the size of a blackbird, I now saw 
to be as large as a pigeon. 

On our way towards the door of the gallery, at our 
departure, we saw (lie cabinet of gems open, and again 
feasted our eyes with its concentrated brilliancies aod 
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ungiiioYeiioes, Among tlieni were two crystal cups, 
wit It engraved devices, and Covers of enamelled gold, 
wrought by Beuvenuto Cellini, and wonderfully beau- 
tiful. But it is idle to mention one or two tilings, 
when all are so beautiful and curious ; idle, too. because 
[alienage is not, burnished gold, witli litre and there a 
I) ri ght.cr word ilashin;.' like a diumr.ud ; and therefore no 
amount of talk will give ti.ii slightest idi:a (if out uf these 

elaborate handiworks. 

July %lth. — I seldom go out nowadays, having already 
seen 1'lorence tolerably well, and the streets being very 

hot, and myself having been engaged in sketching out a 
romance," which whether it will ever conic to anything 
is a poiuf yet to be decided. At. any rate, it leaves me 
little heart for journalizing and describing new things; 
and six months of uninterrupted monotony would be 
nunc valuable to me just now, than the most brilliant 
succession of novelties. 

Yesterday I spent a -rood deal of time in watching 
ill e selling out of a wedding party from our door ; the 
bride being the daughter of an English lady, Ihe Countess 

of . After all, there was nothing very charaol.tristit. 

The bridegroom is a yomisj man of English birth, son of 

the Countess ol St, Li , who inhabits the third piano 

of this Casa del Bello. The very curious part of the 
spectacle was the swarm of beggars who haunted the 
street all day; the most wretched mob conceivable, 
chiefly women, wilii a few blind people, and some old 
men and boys. Among these the bridal party distrib- 
uted their beneficence in the shape of some iiaudt'uls 
of copper, with here and there a half-paid intermixed; 

* The Mu-bla Finn.— Ed. 
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whereupon the whole wretched mob flung themselves in 
a heap upon the pavement, struggling, lighting, tum- 
bling one over another, mid then looking up to the 
windows with petitionary gestures for more and more, 
and still for more. Doubtless, they lmd need enough, 
for the j- looked thin, sickly, ill-l'ed, ami the women uglv 
to the last degree. The wedding parly Lad a breakfast 
above stairs, which lasted till four o'clock, and then the 
bridegroom took his bride in a barouche and pair, which 
Mas already crammed with Lis own luggage and hers, 
.... He was a veil -looking young man enough, in a 
uniform of French gray with silver epaulets ; more 
agreeable in aspect than his bride, who, I think, will 
have the upper hand in their domestic life. I observed 
that, on getting into the barouche, he sat down on her 
dress, as he could net well help doing, and received a 
slight reprimand in consequence. After their departure, 
I In': wedding gnosis took their leave-, the most note- 
worthy person being the Pope's Nuncio (l.lie young man 
being son of the l'ope's Chamberlain, and one of the 
Grand Duke's "Noble Guard), an ecclesiastical personage. 
in purple stocking", attended by two priests, all of whom 
got into a coach, the driver and footmen of which wore 
golil-lacod cocked hats and oilier splendors. 

To-day I paid a short visit to the gallery of the 
Pi'ti Palace. I looked long at a Madonna of Raphael's. 
the one which is usually kept in the Grand Duke's 
private apartments, only brought, into the public gal- 
lery for the purpose of being copied. It is the holiest, 
of all .Raphael's JIadonnas, with a great reserve in the 
expression, a sense of being apart, and yet wdtli the 
utmost tenderness and sweetness; aliliougb she drops 
her eyelids before her like a veil, as it were, and has a 
primness of eternal virginity about, the mouth. It is 
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our; of Raphael's earlier works, when lie mixed more 
religious sentiment wil.li Lis paint than afterwards. Pc- 
rmrino's pictures give ;hr T.ipres-jon of greater sincerity 
and earnestness tlia.ii Raphael's, though the genius of 
Kaphael often gave liiin miraculous vision. 

Jul// 28ti. —Last evening we went to the Powers'a, 

and sat with them on the terrace, at the lo|.i of lite house, 
till nearly ten o'clock. It was a delightful, ealm, summer 
evening, and we were devilled far above all the adjacent 
roofs, and had a prospect of the greater part of Florence 
and its towers, and the surrounding hills, while directly 
beneath us rose the trees of a garden, and they hardly 
sent their summits higher than we sat. At a little dis- 
tance, with only a bouse or two between, was a theatre 
in full action, the Teatro Cohloni, wliieli is an open am- 
philhcntrc, in the aueient fashion, without any roof. We 
could see the upper part, of the proscenium, and, had we 
been a little nearer, might, have seen the whole perform- 
ance, as did several boys who erepl along the tops of the 
surrounding houses. As it was, we heard the music and 
the applause, and now and then an actor's stentorian 

tones, when we chose to listen. Mrs. P and my wife. 

U and Master Boh, sat in a group together, and 

dialled in one corner nf our aerial drawing-room, while 
Mr. Powers and myself leaned against the parapet, and 
talked of innumerable things. When I ho clocks struck 
the hour, or the bells rang from the steeples, as they are 
coir iniiid'v doing, I spoke of the sweetness of the Flor- 
ence bells, the tones of some of them being as if the bell 
were full of liquid melody, and shed it through the air 
on being upturned. I bad supposed, in my lack of 
musical car, that the bells of the Campanile were the 
sweeiest ; but Mr. Towers says (init there is a defect in 
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tlieir tone, and tliat tlic bell of the Palazzo Vecoliio is tlie 

most melodious lie ever heard. Then lie spoke of liis 
having been a manufacturer of organs, or, at least, of 
reeds for organs, at one period of hi? lifo. I wonder 
what lie 1ms not been ! lie told mo of an invention o[ 

Lis in tlie musical lino, a jcwshnrp with tivo tongues; 
and by and by lie produced it for mj inspection. It was 

carefully kepi in a little wooden ease, and was very 
nratlyand clabornlcly const rueled, with strews fo tighten 
it, and a silver centre-piece between the two (ungues. 
Pvidoiitly a great deal of Ihonghi bad been billowed on 
this little liarp ; but Mr. Powers told me that it was an 
utter failure, because the tongues were apt to interfere 
.and jar wit.li one anollior, although I lie strain of music 
was very sweet, and melodious — as he proved, bv plav- 
ing on it a little — when everything went right. It was 
a youthful production, and lie said that ils failure had 
been a greal disappointment lo him at the time; where- 
upon 1 congratulated him that his failures had been in 
small mailers, and his successes in great ones. 

We talked, furthermore, about instinct ami reason, 
and whether the brute creation have souls, and, if they 
have none, how just ice is to lie done them for tlieir suf- 
ferings here; and Mr. Powers came finally to the con- 
elusion that brnl cs suffer only in appearance, and that 
God enjoys for them all that they seem lo enjoy, and that 
man is the only intelligent and sentient being. "We 
reasoned high about oilier slates of being; and I sug- 
gested the possibility that there might be beings inhab- 
iting this earth, contemporaneously with us, and close 
beside us, but of whose existence and wdiereabout we 
could have no perception, nor they of ours, because we 
are endowed with different sets of senses ; for certainly 
it was in God's power to create beings who should coni- 
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muuicate w ilh un'orc bv innumerable t.iT her senses 1 1 1 nil 
those few which we possess. Mr. Powers gave hospi- 
table reception to this idea, and said tli;il it. had occurred 
to himself; and he has evidently thought much and 
earnestly about such mailers; but is apt lo let his idea 
crystallize into a theory, before he can have sufficient 
data for it. He is a Swcdcnborgian in i'aitli. 

The moon had risen behind the trees, while we were 
talking, and Powers intimated his idea that beings anal, 
ogous to men — men in everything except the modiliea- 
lions necessary ki adapt them to their physical r-irciim. 
stances — inhabited the planets, atid peopled them with 
beautiful shapes. Each planet, however, must have its 
own standard of (he beautiful, I suppose ; and probably 
his sculptor's eye would not see uiiieli to admire in the 
proportions of an inhabitant, of Saturn. 

The atmosphere of .Florence, at least when we ascend 
a little way iulo it, suggests plnnetan speculations. Gal- 
ileo found it so, and Mr. 1'owers and I pervaded the 
whole universe ; but. dually crept down his garret-stairs, 
and parted, with a friendly pressure of the hand. 

VILLA MONTANTO. 



J'tf/int 'hi. — We had grown weary of the heat of 

Florence within the walls, .... there being little op- 
portunity for air and exercise e\eept within the precincts 
of our little garden, which, also, we feared might breed 
malaria, or something akin to it. We have therefore 
taken this suburban villa for I he two next months, and, 

yesterday morning, we all came out hither. J bad 

preceded us with B. P . The villa is on a bill called 

Peilosgmo-do, ahout. a mile beyond the Porta Romans. 
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Less than half an (nine's walk brought ns, who were on 
foot, to the iron gale of our villa, which we found shut 
and [octal. We shouted to he let in, and while wailing 
for somebody lo appear, there Has a good oppoHunily 
to contemplate the exlcnial aspect of the villa. After 

we had waited a few minutes, J came raring down 

to the gale, laughing heartily, and said that Bob and lie 
had been iu Ihe house, hut had come out, shutting |] lu 
door hi'hiud them ; and a.s the dour elosed with a spring- 
lock, they could not get in again. Now as the key of 
the outer gate as well as that of the house itself was in 

the pocket of J 's coat, left inside, we were shut out 

of our own ensile, and compelled to carry on a siege 
against it, without, much likelihood of taking it, although 

the garrison was willing to surrender. But B. 1* 

called in the assistance of the cootadini who cultivate the 
ground, and live in the farm-house close by ; and one of 
them got into a window by means of a ladder, so that 
tile keys were got, the gales opened, and we finally ad- 
mitted. Before examining any other pari, of Ihe house, 
we climbed (o the top of the tower, which, indeed, is 
not very liigh, in proportion to its massive square. 
Very probably, its original height was abbreviated, in 
compliance with the law that lowered so many of the 
fortified lowers of noblemen within the walls of Flor- 
ence The stairs were not of stone, built in with 

the original mass of the lower, as in English castles, hut 
of now decayed wood, which shook beneath us, and grew 
more and more crazy as we ascended. It will not be 
many years before the height of the tower becomes unat- 
tainable Near at hand, in the vicinity of the city, 

we saw the convent of lloule Olivclto, and other struc- 
tures that looked like convents, being built round an 
enclosed square ; also numerous white villas, many of 
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which had towers. ]il;c that we were standing upon, 
square and massive, some of them hattl emeu ted on tlie 
summit, and others apparently modernized tor domestic 

purposes. Among them U poinded out Galileo's 

toner, whither slie made an excursion tlie other day. 
Il looked lower than our own, but seemed to stand on 
a higher elevation. We also saw the duke's villa, the 
I'oggio, with a long avenue of cypresses leading from it, 
as if a funeral were going forth. And having wasted 
thus much of description on the landscape, I will finish 
with savin? that it. Licked only water to be a very fine 
one. It is strange what a lUll'mencc the gleam of water 
makes, and how a scene awakens and eomes to life 
wherever it is visible. The landscape, moreover, gives 
tlie beholder (at least, this beholder) a sens;: of oppres- 
sive sunshine and scanty shade, anil does not incite a 
longing to wander through it on fool, as a really delight- 
rid landscape should. The vine, too, being cultivated in 
so trim a manner, does not, suggest, that idea of luxuri- 
ant fertility, which is the poetical notion of a vineyard. 
The olive-orchards have a pale and unlovely hue. An 
I'biglish view would have been incomparably richer in 
its never-fading green; and in my own country, tlie 
wooded hills would have been move delightful than these 
peaks and ridges of dreary and barren sunshine; and 
there would have been the bright, eyes of half a dozen 
little Likes, looking heavenward, within an extent like 
that of the Val d' Arno. 

By and by mamma's carriage came along tlie dusty 
road, and passed through the iron gateway, which we 
had left open for her reception. "We shouted down to 

her and It , and they waved their handk ore! lie Is 

upward to us ; and, on my way down, I met R 

and the servant coming up through the ghostly rooms. 
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The rest of the day we spend mostly in exploring the 
premises. Tlie house itself is of almost bewildering 
extent, insomuch that we mig-lit each of us have a suite 
of rooms individually. I Lave established myself on the 
ground -floor, where I have a dressing-room, a large 
vaulted saloon, hung with vellow damask, and a square 
writing-study, the walls and ceilings of the two latter 
apartments being ornamented will) angels and cherubs 
aloft in fresco, and with temples, statues, vases, broken 
columns, peacocks, parrots, vines, and sunflowers be- 
low. I know not how many more saloons, anterooms, 
and sleeping-chambers there are on this same base- 
ment story, besides an equal number over them, and 
a great subterranean establishment. I saw some im- 
mense jars there, which I suppose were intended to hold 
oil ; and iron kettles, for what purpose I cannot tell. 
There is also a chapel in the house, but. it is loeked up, 
and we cannot yet. with certainly tind (lie door of it, nor 
even, in this great wilderness of a hon.se, decide abso- 
lutely what, space the holy precincts occupy. Adjoining 

U 's chamber, which is in tlie lower, there is a little 

oratory, hunt; round willi sacred prints of very aueient 
date, and with crucifixes, holy-water vnscs, and other 
consecrated tilings ; and here, within a glass case, there is 
the representation of an undi-aped little boy in wax, very 
prettily modelled, and holding up a heart that looks like 
a bit of red sealing-wax. If I had found him anywhere 
else I should have taken him for Cupid ; but, being in 
an oratory, I presume him to have some religions syndi- 
cation. In the servants' room a crucifix hung on one 
side of the bed, and a little vase for holy water, now- 
overgrown with a cobweb, on the other; and, no doubt, 
all the other sleeping-apartments- would have been 
equally well provided, only that their occupants were to 
be heretics. 
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The lower floor of the house is tolerably furnished, 
and looks cheerful with its frescos, although the hare 
pavements in every room give ;ui impression of discom- 
fort. But carprts 'ire universally takcu up in Italy dur- 
ing summer-lime. It must have been an immense family 
lliat. could have ever tilled siieli a house with life. We 
go OH voyages of discovery, and when in quest of any 
}mlW,:>r p;iint, kv?-. I'skpk ™™gh Ui fcteh »p at some 
oilier. This morning I bad dillieuliy in finding hit way 
again to the top of (lie tower. One of the most peculiar 
rooms is constructed close io the tower, under the roof 
of the main building, hut with no external walls on two 
sides! It is thus left open io the air, I presume for the 
sake of coolness. A parapet runs round the exposed 
sides for the sake of security. Some of the palaces in 
I'lorcncc have such open loggias in their upper stories, 
and I saw others on our journey lulher, after arriving in 
Tuscany. 

The grounds immediately around the house are laid 
out in gravel- walks, and ornamented with shrubbery, 
and with what ought to he a grassy lawn ; hut the Jtal- 
ian sun is quite as iillle favorable lo heauly of that kind 
as our own. 1 have enjoyed the luxury, however, almost 
for the first time since I left my hill-top at the Wayside, 
of Hinging myself at fall length on the ground without 
any fear of catching eold. JLiisl England would punish 
a man soundly for taking such liberties with her green- 
sward. Xpodrn', or cultivated tract, c:iiupi-.shig several 
acres, belongs to the villa, and scans to be fertile, like 
all the surrounding country. The possessions of differ- 
ent proprietors are not separated by fences, but only 
marked out by ditches; and it seeias possible to walk 
miles and miles, along the intersecting paths, without 
(ih-itruelion. The rural iahorcrs, so far as I have ob- 
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served, go about in their shirt-sleeves, avid look very 
much like tanned am! sunburnt Yankees. 

Last night it was really a work of lime and toil to go 
about making on.' di'tVii^H'c prrpuru'io.ii for tin; nisjlil ; 
first dosing (lie Iron gate, then the ponderous and com- 
plieiii.cd faslenings of Hie house door, then the separate 
barrieadocs of each iron -bar rod window on tlie lower 
floor, with a somewhat slighter arrangement above. 
There arc holts and shutters, however, for every window 
in the house, and I suppose it. would not be amiss to put; 
them all in use. Our garrison is so small that we must 
depend more upon the slrcngl.h of our fortifications than 
npon our own active elforts in case of an attack. In 
Ihighmd, in an insulated country house, we should need 
all these bolts and burs, and Italy is not thought to be 
tin: safer country of the two. 

It deserves to be recorded Unit the Count Montanto, a 
nobleman, and seemingly a man of properly, should deem 
it worth while to let his country seat, ami reside during 
the hot months in his palace in (tie eily, for the considera- 
tion of a comparatively small sum a month. He seems to 
ooulemplale returning hilbcr for the autumn and winter, 
when the .situation ninsl be very windy and bleak, and the 
cold death-like in these great halls; mid then, it is to 
he supposed, he will let his palace in town. The Count, 
ihrmigli the agency of his son, bargained very stiffly for, 
and finally obtained, three dollars in addition to the sum 
winch ivc at lirst offered him. Tin's indicates that even a 
little money is slid a mutter of great moment in Italy, 
t-ignur del Bello, who, I believe, is also a nobleman, hag- 
gled with us about some cracked croekery at our late 
M'sulenee, iiinj ilijjilJy dr.iiiiuiArd and reeoireil fifty cents 
in compensation, lint this poor gentleman has been a 
spendthrift, and now ncls as,lhe agent of another. 
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Aii/piM ?,■!. - Yesterday afternoon William Story 
called on me, lie being on a day or two's excursion 
from Siena, where lie is spending the summer with his 
family. Ho was very entertaining and ooimo'sative, as 
usual, and said, in reply to my (piesr.ion whether lie were 
not anxious to return to Cleopatra, that he ]iad al- 
ready sketched out another subject for sculpture, which 
would employ him during next winter. He told nie, 
what I was glad 10 hear, that his sketches of Italian 
life, intended for the " At.Iaut.io Monthly," and supposed 
to be lost, have been recovered. Speaking of the super- 
s'itiousue.ss of the Italians, he said that they universally 
believe in the influence of the evil eye. The evil influ- 
ence is supposed not. to be dependent on the will of 
the possessor of the evil eye ; on the contrary, the per- 
sons to whom he wishes well arc the very ones to suffer 
by it. It is oflener found in monks than in any other 
rrlii.es of people; and on meeting a monk, and encoun- 
tering his ('jr. an Italian usually makes a defensive sign 
by putting both hands behind hiai, with the loreimsrcrs 
and little lingers extended, although ir. is a controverted 
point, whel.her it be not more cflicaeious to extend the 
hand with its outspread lingers towards the suspected 
person. It is considered an evil omen to meet a monk 
on lirst going out for the-day. The evil eye may bo 
ehssilied with f.hc phenomena of mesmerism. The Ital- 
ians, especially the Neapolitans, very generally wear 
amulets. Pio Nono, perhaps as being the chief of all 
monks and other religious people, is supposed to have 
an evil eye of tenfold malignancy; and its effect has 
been seen in (lie ruin of ail schemes for the public good 
so soon as they are favored hy him. When the pillar 
in the Piazza de' Spaguu, commemorative of his dogma 
of the Immaculate Conception, was to be erected, the 
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people of Rome refused to t>e present, or to have any- 
thing to do wirli it, unless [he pope promised to abstain 
from interference. His Holiness did promise, but so 
far broke liis word as to be present one day while it 
was being erected, and on that day a man was killed. 
A little while ago there was a Lord Clifford, an English 
Catholic noble i iiiin, residing in Italy, and, happening to 
come lo Kt.unc. lie sent bis compliments to I'io .Mono, 
snd requested the favor of an interview. The pope, as 
it happened, was indisposed, or for some reason could not 
.'it his lordship, hut very kindly sent hii;i liis blessing. 
Those who knew of it shook their heads, and intimated 
that it, would go ill with his lordship now (hat he had 
been Vncsscd by I'io None, and the very next day poor 
Lord Clifford was dead ! His Holiness had better con- 
strue the scriptural injunction literally, and take to 
blessing his enemies. 

I walked into town with J this morning, and, 

meeting a monk in the Via I'oruaee, I thought it no 
more than reasonable, as the good nil her fixed bis eves 
on me, to provide against the worst by putting both 
hands behind me, with the Ion: lingers and little lingers 
stuck out. 

In spen^ugof :hc little ornfon eonneefed with U ~'a 

ehamber, I forgot to mention the most remarkable ubjeet 

in it. It is a skull, the size of life (or death) 

This part of the house must be very old, probably coeval 

with the tower. The ceiling of TJ 's apartment is 

vaulted with interseefiiig arelies ; and adjoining it is ft 
very large saloon, likewise with a vaulled anil groined 
ceiling, and bavin?; a cushioned divan running all round 
the walls. The windows of these rooms look out on the 
Val d' Arno. 

The apart incut, above this ..sa!oon is of i he same size, 
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and hung willi engraved portraits, ]>l-EiiT i:cJ on large sheets 
by the score and hundred together, ami enclosed in 
wooden frames. They comprise the whole series of 
Roman emperors, the succession of popes, the kings of 
Hurope, the doges of Venice, and [he sultans of Turkey. 
The engravings bear dilfereut dates between J6S5 mid 
thirty years isitrss-, and were executed at Rome. 

August &tk — We ascended our rower yesterday after- 
noon to see the sunset. In my first sketch of the Val 
d' Arno I said lli.it the Arno seemed to hold its course 
near the bases of the hills. I now observe that the line 
of trees which marks ils current, divides the valley into 
two pretty equal parts, and tiic river runs nearly cast 

and west At last, when it was growing dark, we 

went, down, groping our way over l.hc shaky staircases, 
and peeping into i:.n-:i dark chamber as we passed. I 

gratified J exceedingly by hitting my nose against 

the wall. Reaching Ihe boilom, ] went into the great 
saloon, and stood at a window waleliing I he lights twinkle 
forth, near and far, in the valley, and listening lo the eon- 
vent hells thai sounded from iUonlc Oiivetto, anil more 
remotely still. The stars came out, and the constellation 
of the Dipper hung exact ly over the Val d' Arno, pointing 
to the North Slar above tin: hills on my right. 

August 12/iS. — We drove into town yesterday after- 
noon, with Hiss ilbigden, to call on Mr. Kirkup, an old 
.Kngiis'mnn who lias resided a great- many years in Flor- 
ence. He is noted as an antiquarian, and lias the repu- 
tation of being a necromancer, not. undeservedly, as lie 
is deeply interested in spirit-rappings, and holds converse, 
through a medium, with dead poets and emperors. He 
lives in an old house, formerly a residence of the knights 
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Templars, hanging over ilic Arno, just as you come Upon 
the l'oute Vccchio ; and, going up a dark stairuasc and 
knocking at a door on one side of the landing-place, we 
were received by Mr. Kirkup. He had liad nolice of 
our visit, and was prepared lor it, bring dressed in a 
blue frock-coat (if rather an old fashion, witli a velvet 
collar, and in a tliiu waisleonl ami pantaloons fresh from 
tlie drawer; looking very sprucely, in short, and unlike 
his customary guise, for .Mist.; Blagden looted to us that 
the poor gentleman is generally so untidy that it is not 
quite pleasant to take him by the hand. He is rather 
low of stature, with a pale, shrivelled face, and hair and 
heard pcrfeeily white-, and the hair of a particidnrlv salt 
and silken texture. He has a high, thin nose, of the 
English i.risioerat.ic type; his eyes have a queer, rather 
wild look, aod the eyebrows are arehed above them, so 
that lie seems all the time to be seeing something thai, 
strikes him with surprise. 1 judged him to be a little 
e rack -brained, chiefly on the strength of this expression. 
His whole make is delicate, his hands while and small, 
aud his appearance and manners those of a gentleman, 
with rather more embroidery of courtesy than belongs to 
an Englishman. He appeared to lie very nervous, trem- 
ulous, indeed, to his lingers' ends, without, being in asiv 
degree disturbed or embarrassed by our presence. Fi- 
nally, he is very deaf; an infirmity that quite took away 
iii J pleasure in the interview, because it is impossible to 
say anything worth while n lien one is compelled to raise 
one's voice above its ordinary level. 

He ushered us through two or three large rooms, dark, 
dusty, hung with antique-looking [net ores, and lined 
with bookcases containing, I doubt, not. a very curious 
library. Indeed, he directed my attention to one case, 
aud said that he had eoheeicd llosc v.orks, ill former 
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days, merely for the siikc (if laughing at tiiem. They 
were books of magic and occult sciences. Wliat lie 
seemed really to value, however, were .some manuscript 
copies of Dante, of which lie showed us two : one, a folio 
on parchment, beautifully written in German text, tlie 
loiters as clear and accurately cut as printed type ; the 
other a small volume, lit, as Mr. Kirkup said, to be car- 
ried in a capacious mcdiaival sleeve. This also was on 
vellum, and as oleganl ly executed as the larger one ; hut 
the larger liad beautiful illuminations, the vermilion and 
gold of which looked as brilliant now as they did live 
centuries ago. .Both of these hooks were wrilt.cn early in 
the fourteenth century. Mr. Kirkup has also a plaster 
east of Dante's face, which he believes to be the original 
one taken from his face al'lcr death ; and he has likewise 
his own accurate tracing from Giotto's fresco of Dante 
in the chapel of the Bargello. This fresco was discov- 
ered through Mr. Kirkup's means, and the tracing is par- 
licalarly vaimble. because the original has been almost 
destroyed by rough usage in drawing out a nail thai had 
been driven into the eye. It represents the profile of 
a youthful but melancholy face, and has t he general out- 
line of Dante's features in other portraits. 

Dante lias held frequent communications with Mr. 
Kirkup through a medium, the poet being described by 
the medium as wearing Hie same dress seen in the youth- 
ful portrait, but as bearing more resemblance to the east 
taken from his dead face than to the picture from his 
youthful one. 

There was a very good picture of Savonarola in one 
of the rooms, and many other yiorl rails, paiuliiigs, and 
drawings, some of llicin ancient, and others the work of 
Mr. Kirkup himself. lie has the torn fragment of an 
exquisite drawing of a nude figure by Rubens, and a 
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portfolio of oilier curious drawings. Ami hnsiilrp lunik?! 
and works of art, lie has no end of antique hnickkunek- 
erics, none of which wo, hud any time to look at; among 
oilier- some instruments with which nuns used to torture 
themselves in their convents by way of penance. But 
(lie greatest curiosity of all, and no antiquity, was a pale, 
large-eyed little girl, about four years old, who followed 
I lie conjuror's footsteps wherever he went. She was the 
bin.'!; i est a:nl merriest little thim; in the world, and 
frisked through those shadowy old chambers, among lite 
dead people's trumpery, as gayly as a bulterlly flits 
among flowers and sunshine. 

Trie child's mother was a beautiful girl named Hegiua, 
whose portrait Mr. Kirkup showed us on the wall. I 
never saw a more beautiful and striking face claiming to 
he a real one. She was a Florentine, of low birth, and 
site lived with the old necromancer as his spiritual 
medium. He showed us a journal, kept, during her life- 
time, and read from it his notes of an interview with (he 
Czar Alexander, when that potentate communicated to 
Mr. Kirkup that he bad been poisoned, The necroman- 
cer set a great value upon Kegina, .... and when she 
died he received her poor baby into his heart, and now 
considers it. absolutely his own. At any rale, it is a 
happy belief for bou, since he lias nothing else hi the 
world to love, and loves the child entirely, mid enjoys all 
the bliss of fatherhood, though lie must, have lived as 
much as seventy yeavi before be began to taste it. 

Tue child inherit- her mother's gilt of eomniuiiioalinii 
with the spiritual world, so thai, the conjurer can still 
talk with Rcgiun through the baby which she left, ami 
not only with her, but. Willi llante, and any oilier great, 
spirit that may choose to visit him. If is a very strange 
slury, and this child might be p 1 .,' at once into a romance, 
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with all her history rnul environment ; the ancient Knight 
Templar palace, will: the Anio flowing under the irou- 
b:trrcd windows, and the I'outo Yeoehio, covered witli its 
jewellers' shops, close at hand ; the dark, In fly chambers 
wit.li laded frescos on tlie ceilings, black pictures hanging 
on the walls, old books on the shelves, and hundreds of 
muslv autiquilie.-, cunning an odor of putt centuries; 
the shrivelled, white-bearded old man, thinking all the 
lane of ghosts, ami looking into the- elnid's eves to seek 
them; ami the eliild herself, springing so freshly out of 
the soil, so prelly, so intelligent, so playful, with never a 
playmate save (In; conjurer and a killen. It is .1 1'ersia.u 
kitten, and lay asleep in a window ; hut when I touched 
it, it. started up at once in as gamesome a- mood us tlie 
child herself. 

Tlie child, looks pale, and no wonder, seldom or never 
stirring out of that, old pahice, or away from the river 
atmosphere. .Miss Jjlagdeu nduscd _\Ir. Kirkup lo go 
with her lo (lie seaside or inlo (he country, and he did 
not deny that it might do lier good, but seemed to he 
hampered by an old man's sluggishness and dislike of 
change. I think he will not live a great while, for lie 
seems very frail. When he dies the little girl will inherit 
what property ho may leave. A. lady, Calharhie Flem- 
ing, an la iglLshwoiuaii, and a friend of Mr. Kirkup, has 
engaged to Jake her in charge. Site fallowed us merrily 
to the door, and so did the I'eisiaii kitten, and Mr. 
Kirkup shook hands with us, over and over again, with 
vivacious courlesy, his manner having been conniclcrizcd 
by a great deal of briskness throughout the interview. He 
expressed himself delighted to have met nie (whoso hooks 
lie hail read), and said that (lie day would be a memora- 
ble one to him, — which I did not in the least believe. 

Mr. Kirkup is an intimate friend of Trelawuy, author 
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of "Adventures of a Younger Son," and, long ago, the 
lis I rer promised In in 1 liar, if In; ever came into possession 
of llit family estate, he would divide it with him. Tre- 
lawny did really succeed to l.lio estate, find lost no tunc 
in forwarding lo ins friend the legal documents, entitling 
him fo half of the property. Uu.L Mr. Kirkup declined 
the gift, as lit himself was not dirstit u1 o, and Trclawiiy 
Inid a brother. There were two pictures of Trelawny in 
the saloons, one a slight sketch on the wall, the otlier a 
half-lcnglh i mrh'uil in a Turkish dress; both liaiulsoine, 
but indicating no very amiable character. It is nol easy 
lo forgive Trelawny for uncovering dead liyron's limbs. 
ana telling l.liat terrible story about. Ilium,-- equally dis- 
graceful to himself, be it truth or a lie. 

It seems that Rcgiua had a lover, and a sister who 
was very disreputable It rallier adds than other- 
wise to the romance of the aii'air, ■ - the idea that this 
pretty liltie elf lias mi right whatever to the asylum 
which she has found. Her name is Imogen. 

The small manuscript- copy of Dante which he showed 
me was written by a .Florentine gentleman of the four- 
teenth century, one of whose ancestors the poet had met 
and talked with in Paradise. 

August \%th. — Here is a good Italian incident, which 

I liud in Valei-y. Andrea del (.'uslngno was a painter in 
Florence in tin; fifteenth century ; and he had a friend, 
likewise a painter, Domeuico of Venice. The latter 

bail the. secret of painting in oils, and yielded to Gastag- 
uo's entreaties to imparl.it to him, Desirous of being 
the sole possessor of this great secret, Cu.stagno waited 
only I lie night to assassinate Duuieuico, who so tittle 
suspected his treachery, that lie besought, those who 
found him bleeding and dying to lake liim to his friend 
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('ustaguo, that lie might die in his arms. The murderer 
lived to be seventy-four yuar.s old, and his crime was never 
suspected till lie himself revealed it on his death-bed. 
Dmiicuieo did actually die in Oiisl agio's arms. Tlie death 
scene would Live been a good one for Ihe latter to paint 

September Is/. — Pew things journalizable have hap- 
pened during the last, mouth, because Kloreuee and tlie 
neighborhood have lost [lieir novelty ; aad furthermore, I 
usually siie.udl.be whole, day at home, having been engaged 
in planning and sketching out a romance. I have now 
done with this for [he present, and mean to employ the 
rest of the time we stay here chiefly in revisiting l he gal- 
leries, and seeing what remains to be seen in Florence. 

Last Saturday, August i^th, we went to take tea at 
Miss .B'a^dcirs. who has a weekly reception on that even- 
ing. We found Mr, Powers there, and by and by Mr. 

Boo It and Mr, Trollope came in. Miss lias lately 

been exercising her faculties as a spiritual writing-medium ; 
and, the conversation turning 011 that subject, Mr. Pow- 
ers related some things that he had witnessed through 
the agency of Mr. Nome, who bad held a session or two 
at bis bouse, lie, described Ihe apparition of two mys- 
terious hands from beneath a table round which the party 
were seated. These hands purported to belong to the 
aunt of the Countess Coi.lercl, wdio was present, and 
were a pair of thin, delicate, aged, lady-like hands and 
arm-, appearing at, the edge of i.hi: table, and terminating 
at the elbow in a sort of whiie mist. One of the hands 
look up a fan and began to use it. The countess then 
said, '' Fan yourself as you used to do, dear aunt " ; and 
forthwith the hands waved the fan back and forth in a 
peculiar manner, which the countess recognized as the 
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manner of her dead aunt, The spirit, was then requested 
to fan each member of the party : and accordingly, each 
separate individual round (lie (able was fanned in turn, 
and Celt tin.' breiy.c sensibly upon Ids face, r'jually, 1 ht_- 
hands sank beneath the table, .1 believe Jlr. Powers said ; 
but I am not quite sure I hat they did not melt into the 
air. During this apparition, Mr. Home sat. at the table, 
but- not in siu.'h a position or wiiliie, such distance that he 
could have put out or managed the spectral hands; and 
of this Mr. Powers satisfied himself by taking precisely 
the same position after tlic parly had retired. Mr, 
Powers did not feel the hands at this time, but lie af- 
terwards felt the touch of infant, hands, which were at 
the time invisible. He told of many of the wonders, 
which seem to have as much right to be set. down as facts 
as anything else thai depends on human testimony. Por 

example. Ml*. K , one of the party, gave a sudden 

start and exclamation, lie bad fell on his knee a ccrlain 
token, whieli could have been given him only by a friend, 
long aijo in his grave. Mr. Powers inquired what was 
tin: last thing that, had been given as a present to a de- 
ceased child ; and suddenly both he and his wife felt a 
prick as of some sharp iust rnment, on their knees. The 
present had been a penknife. 1 have forgotten other in- 
cidcnls quite as striking as these; but, with the excep- 
tion of tin: spirit-hands, they seemed to fie akin lo those 
that have been produced by mesmerism, relurning the 
inquirer's thoughts and veiled recollections to himself, 
as answers to his queries. The bands are certainly an 
inexplicable phenomenon. Of course, they are not. por- 
tions of a dead body, nor any other kind of substance ; 
they are impressions on ihe iwo senses, sight and touch, 
but how produced I cannot fell. Even admitting their 
appearance, and certainly 1 do admit, if as freely and 
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fully as if I had seen them myself, — there is no need 

of supposing them lo cinne from the world ft' [k ;i;ir 1 1": [1 
spirits. 

'Powers seems to put entire faith in the verity of spirit- 
ual communications, while acknowledging the diilicully 
of identifying spirits as heing what they protend to he. 
He is a Sweden burgiau, ami so far prepared to put faith 
in many of these phenomena. As for Home, Powers 
gives a decided opinion that he is a knave, but thinks 
him so organized, nevertheless, as to be a particularly 
good medium for spiritual communications. Spirits, I 
suppose, like earthly people, are obliged to use such in- 
struments as will answer their purposes; but rather 
than receive a message from a dead friend through the 
organism of a rogue or charlatan, methiuks I would 
choose to wait till we meet. But what most astonishes 
me is the indilfcrence with which I listen to these mar- 
vels. They throw old ghost-stories finite into the shade ; 
they tiring the whole world of spirits down amongst us, 
visibly and audibly : they arc absolutely proved lobe sober 
facts by evidence that would satisfy us of any other al- 
leged realities: and yet 1 tannol force my mind to in- 
terest, myself in t.hem. They are facts to my understand- 
ing, which, it might, have been anticipated, would have 
been the last lo acknowledge them; but they seem not 
to be facts to my intuitions and deeper perceptions. 
My inner soul does not ill the least admit them; there 
is a mistake somewhere. So idle and empty do I feel 
these stories to be, that I hesitated long whether or no 
to give up a few pages of this not very important jour- 
nal to the record of them. 

We have had written communications through Miss 

with several spirits; iny wife's father, mother, iwo 

brothers, anil a sister, wlm died lung ago, in infancy; a 
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certain Mary Hall, who announces herself as tlic guar. 
diau spirit of Miss— ; and, queerest of all, a Mary 
Runnel, who seems to be a wandering spirit, having 
relations with nobody, but thrusts her linger into every- 
body's affairs. My wife's mother is the principal com- 
municant; she expresses strong affection, ami rejoices 
at the opportunity of conversing with her daughter. 
She often says very pretty tilings; lor instance, in a 
dissertation upon hcriveidy mush; ; but. iliere is a lack of 
substance in her talk, a want of gripe, a delusive show, 
a scnlimeiual surface, with no button] beneath it. The 
same son of thing has struck me in all the poetry and 
prose that I have read from spiritual sources. I should 
judge that, these effusions emanated from earthly minds, 
but had undergone some process that had deprived them 
(if solidity and warmth, in the communications between 
my wife and her mother,' I caimut help thinking that 
[Miss — — being unconsciously in a mesmeric state) all 
ilie responses are conveyed to her lingers from my wife's 

We have tried the spirits by various test questions, 
on every one of which they have failed cgiTgiously. 
Here, however, the aforesaid .Mary limine] comes into 
play. The other spirits have told us that the veracity 
of this spirit is not to lie depended upon ; and so, when- 
ever it is possible, poor .Mary liunnel is thrust forward 
to bear the odium of every mislake or falsehood. They 
have avowed themselves responsible for all statements 
signed by themselves, and have thereby brought them- 
selves into more than one- inexi ricahle d, lemma ; but it is 
very funny, where a response or a matter of fact has not 
been thus eertilird, how invariably Mary liunnel is made 
to assume the discredit of if, on its turning out lobe false, 
It is the most ingenious arrangement that could possibly 
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have been contrived ; ami somehow or other, (lie pranks 
of this kin!,' spirit give a reality to tlie conversations 
which the more respectable gho-ts rvL.il c fail in imparting. 

The whole matter seems to me a sort of dreaming 
awake. It resembles a dream, in that the whole mate- 
rial ia, from the firsi, in the dreamer* mind, though con- 
cealed at various depths below Urn surface ; ■ the dead 
appear alive, as they always do in dreams; unexpected 
combination* occur, as continually in di'eams ; the mind 
speaks through the various persons of the drama, and 
sometimes asvmiiiu::, iiself ivi' Si its own wil. wisdom, 
and eloquence, as often in dreams; but, in both cases, 
the intellectual manifestations are reallv of a very flimsy 
texture. Mary Runnel is the only personage who does 
not come evidently from dream-land; and she, I think, 
represents that lurking scepticism, that sense of un- 
reality, of which we arc. often conscious, amid the most- 
vivid phantasmagoria of a dream. I should be glad to 
believe in I lie genuineness of these spirits, if 1 could; 
but the above is the conclusion to which my soberest, 
thoughts tend. There remains, of course, a great deal 
for which I. cannot, account, and I cannot sufficiently 
wonder at the pigheadeducss both of metaphysicians 
ami physiologist*, in not accenting the phenomena, so 
far as to make them the subject of investigation. 

lu writing the communications. Miss lie-Ids the 

pencil rather loosely between her lingers; it moves 
rapidly, and with equal facility whether she Uses her 
eyes on the paper or not. The hand writing has far 
more freedom than her own. At I lie conclusion of a 
sentence, the pencil lays itself down. She sometimes 
has a perception of each word before it is written ; at 
oilier times, she is quite unconscious what is to come 
next. Her integrity is absolutely indubitable, and she 
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herself totally disbelieves in the spiritual authenticity of 
what is communicated ihrueg/i her medium. 

Sejitrmli/ir'&il. — We walk nl into Florence vestcrdav, 
betimes after breakfast, it being comfortably cool, and a 
gray, English sky; though, indeed, the clouds had a 
tendency to mass themselves more than they do on an 
overcast Knglish day. We found it warmer in Florence, 
but not inconveniently so, even in the sunniest streets 
and squares. 

We went to the Uffizi gallery, the whole of which 
with its contents is now familiar to ns, except the 
room containing drawings ; and our to-day's visit was 
especially to them. The door giving admittance to 
tlient is the very last in the gallery ; and the, toollis, 
three in number, are, I should judge, over the Loggia 
de' Lanzi, looking on the Grand Ducal Piazza. The 
drawings hang on the walls, framed and glazed; and 
number, perhaps, from one to two hundred in each 
room ; but this is only a small portion of the collection, 
which amounts, it is said, fo twenty thousand, and is 
rcposhed in portfolios. The sketches on the walls are 
changed, from time to time, so as to exhibit all the 
most interesting ones in turn. Their whole charm is 
artistic, imaginative, ami intellectual, and in no degree 
of the upholstery kind ; their outward presentment being, 
in general, a design hastily shadowed out, by means of 
colored crayons, on tinted paper, or perhaps scratched 
rudely in pen and ink ; or drawn in pencil or charcoal, 
and hail rubbed out; very rough things, indeed, in many 
instances, and the more interesting on that account, be- 
cause it. seems as it' the artist had bestirred himself to 
catch the first, glimpse of an image that did but reveal 
itself and vanish. The sheets, or sometimes scraps of 
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paper, on which thsy arc drawn, are discolored with 
age, creased, soiled; hut yet you are magnetized hy 
the hand of Itaphael, Michael Ausrelo, .Leonardo, or who- 
ever may have jolted down those rough-looking master- 
touches. They ccrluinly possess a charm tliat is lost in 
the finished picture ; and 1 was more sensible of fore- 
casting thousrhi, skill, and prophetic design, in these 
skelcltes than in I lie most consummate works ibat have 
been elaborated from t.liein. There is something siieux' 
divine in these; tor 1 suppose the first idea of a picture 
is real inspiration, and ail the subsequent elaboration of 
the master serves hut to cover up the celestial germ 
with something tlial. belongs lo himself. At any rate, 
the first sketch is the more suggestive, and sets the 
spectator's imagination at work ; whereas the picture, 
if a good one, leaves him nothing to do ; if bad, it eon- 
fuses, stupefies, disenchants, and disheartens him. First 
thoughts have an aroma and fragrance in them, that 
they do not lose in three hundred years ; for so old, and 
a good dea! more, are some of these sketches. 

None interested me more than some drawings, on 
separate pieces of paper, by Perugiuo, for bis picture of 
the mother and friends of Jesus round his dead body, 
now at the Pitti Palace. The attendant- figures are dis- 
tinctly made our, as if the Virgin, and John, and Mary 
Magdalen had each favored the painter willi a silting; 
but the body of Jesus lies in the midst, dank liinled 
with a few pencil-marks. 

There were several designs by Michael Angelo, none 
of which made murh unpre-siun on me ; (.he most strik- 
ing was a very ugly demon, afterwards painted in the 
Kistiue Chapel. Raphael shows several sketches of 
.Madonnas, ■ one of which has flowered into the Grand 
Jlukc's especial Madonna at the Pi Hi i'alaee, but with a 
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iKil'crenf face. .His skelches were mostly eery rough in 
execution ; but. there were two or three designs for 
frescos, I think, in the Vatican, von carefully- e.vcculr-ti : 
perhaps, because these works were mainly to be done by 
oilier hands than his own. It, seems to me that the 
I're-Kapliucliie artists made more careful drawings than 
the later ones; and it rather surprised me to see how 
much -deuce ihey possessed. 

We looked at few other tilings in tlie gallery; and, 
indeed, it was not one of the days when works of art find 
me impressible. "Wo stopped a little while in the Trib- 
une, but the Venus tie' 11 edict seemed to me to-day 
little more than any other piece of yellowish while marble, 
ji.ow strange that a goddess should stand before us abso- 
lutely unrecognized, even when we know by previous 
revelations Ihai she is nolliiuir slier' of divine 1 It is also 
strange (hat, unless when one feck the ideal cllarm of a 
slatoc, it becomes one of the most tedious and irksome 
things in the world. .Either it mosl be a celestial thing 
or an old lump of stone, dusty and time-soiled, and tiring 
out. your putieure with eternally looking just the same. 
Once in a while you penetrate through the crust of the 
old .sameness, ami see the slaiue forever new and immor- 
tally young. 

Leaving the gallery we walked towards the Duomo, 
and on our way stopped to look at the beautiful Golhie 
niches hollowed into I he exterior walls of the Cluirch of 
San M'.chclc. They are now in the process of being 
cleauca, and each niche is elaborately inlaid with precious 
marbles, ami some of them inagoiiiecully gilded; and 
they are all surmounted with marble canopies as light 
ami graceful as frost-work. Within stand statues, St. 
George, and many oilier saints, by Doiiafello ami others, 
and idl taking a he id uper. one's si input hies, even if they 
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be, not beautiful. Classic- statues escape, you with their 
slippery beauty, as if r hey were made of ice. Hough and 
ugly tilings can be clutched. This is nonsense, and yet 

it means something The streets were thronged 

and voei feral; vo with more life and outcry than usual. It 
niusl. have been market -day in Ylurcnee. for tlic commerce 
of the streets was in great vigor, narrow tables being set 
out in them, and in the squares, burdened with all kinds 
of small merchandise, such as cheap jewelry, glisiennig as 
brightly as what we had just seen in the gem-mom of (he 
Ulii/i: crockery ware ; toys, books, Italian ami French; 
silks; slippers; old iron; all advertised by the dealers 
with terribly loud and high voices, that reverberated 
harshly From side to side of the narrow streets. Italian 
street-cries 20 through the head; not (hat, they arc so 
veiy sharp, but exceedingly hard, like a blunt iron bar. 

We stood at the base of the Campanile, and looked at 
the bas-reliefs which wreathe it round; and, above, them. 
a row of statues; and from bottom to top a marvellous 
minuteness of inlaid marbles. I'll ling ap the vast and beauti- 
ful design of (his heavcu-aspiriug tower. Looking npw a rd 
to its lofty summit, ■ -whrre angels might alight, lapsing 
downward from heaven, and gav.e curiously at. the bustle 
of men below, — ■ I could not but feel that there is a 
moral eharm in (bis faithful minuleness of Gothic archi- 
tecture, filling up its outline with a million of beauties 
Ihal perhaps may never be .studied out by a single spec- 
tator. It is the very process of nature, and no doubt 
produces an effect that we know not of. Classic architec- 
ture is nothing bat an outline, ami affords 110 little points, 
no interstices where human feelings may cling and over- 
grow it like ivy. The charm, as I said, seems to be 
moral rather than intellectual; for in the gem-room of 
tlis Uflki yon may see fifty designs, elaborated on a 
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small scale, thai have just as luneli merit as the design of 
lln.' Campanile. It' it were only five inches long, if. might 
be a rase for some article of toilet. ; Vicing two hundred 
feel high, if: 1 1 f l. l ( < iucss develops into grandeur as well as 
beauty, and it becomes really oik: of the wonders of tin:: 
world. The design of the Pantheon, on the contrary, 
would relmn 'is suljlimi' y on w jat.cver scale it might lie 
represented. 

Returning homewards, we crossed the Ponfe Vecchio, 
and went, to the .Museum of Natural History, where we 
gained admit lauee into the rooms dedicated lo Galileo. 
They eonsisl of a vestibule, a saloon, and a semicircular 
tribune, covered with a frescoed dome, beneath which 
stands a colos.sal statue of Galileo, Ion;: -bearded, and 
elad in a student's gown, or some voluminous garb of 
that kind. Around the tribune, beside and behind the 
statue, are sis niches, — in one of which is preserved 
a forefinger of (iu'ileo, fi\cd on ;i liille gilt pedestal, and 
ponding upward, under a glass cover. It is very much 
shrivelled and mvimmy.like, of the color of parchment, 
and is little more than a finger-hone, with the dry skin 
or flesh flaking away from it ; on the whole, not a very 
drli.glit.fu] re'ie: but fialiloo used to point heavenward 
with this linger, and I hope li'iis gone whither lie pointed. 

Another niche contains two telescopes, wherewith he 
made some of his discoveries; they are perhaps a yard 
long, and of very small calibre. Oilier astronomical in- 
struments are displayed in the glass cases that line the 
rooms; hut J did not understand their use any belter 
than the monks, who wished to hum Galileo for his het- 
erodoxy about the planetary system 

Afier dinner I climbed the tower I'lnrenee li-y 

in the sunshine, level, compact, and small of compass, 
Above the tiled roofs rose the tower of the Palazzo Vee- 
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C'ljio. the loftiest mid 'he most picaresque, Io:jii;;1. bail:, 
] suppose, with no idea of making ir so. But il attains, 
in a singular degree, t.he end ol causing the imagination 
to fly upward and alight, on its airy battlements. Near 
it I beheld the square mass of Or San .Uichele, and far- 
ther to the left the bulky Duomo ami the Campanile close 
beside it, like a slender ijride or daughter; the dome of 
San ljiireii/.o too. The Arno is nowhere visible. I!e- 
yond, and on all sides of the city, the hills pile them- 
selves lazily upward in ridges, here and there develop hi;; 
into a peak ; towards their bases white vil'as were strewn 
numerously, but the upper region was lonely and bare. 

As we passed under the arch of the Porta llomuni 
Ibis morning, on our way into the city, we saw a queer 
object. It was what we at first took for a living man, 
in a fravb of lurlit reddish or yellowish red color, of an- 
tique or priestly fashion, and with a eowl falling behind. 
His I'aee was of the same ii.ic, and seemed to have been 
powdered, as (he faces of maskers sometimes are. He 
sat in a cart, which he seemed to be driving into the 
city with a load of earl hen jars and pipkins, the color of 
which was precisely like Lis own. On closer inspection, 
this priestly figure proved Id be likewise an image of 
earthenware, but bis lifeiiketioss had a very strange and 
rather ghastly effect. Adam, perhaps, was made of 
just such red earth, and had the complexion of this 



Seiiiwlief llh. — I walked into (own yesterday vnoi-u- 
ing, by way of the Porta San Frcdiano. The gate of a 
city might be a [rood locality for a chapter in a novel, Or 
for a little sketcli by itself, whether by painter or writer. 
The great arch of the gateway, piercing through the depth 
and height of the massive masoury beneath the battle- 
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meuied summit : the shadow brocding below, in the im- 
mense thickness of l!* wall and bfyund it, the vista of 
the street, sunny and swarming with life; outside of (.lie 
gate, a throng of carts, laden villi fruits, vegetables, 
small )l;ii. barrels (if vine, wailing to be examined by the 
Custom-house dlh.'ers; carnages too, and fool j>ii.~Mr-iiiifrs 
entering, and others svurnung outward. Under the 
shadow; arch are the offices of the puhec and customs, 
anil probably tin; guard-room ot the soldiers, all hol- 
lowed out in the mass of the gateway. Civil officers hill 
on chairs in tin: shade, perhaps villi an awning over 
their bends. Where the sun falls aslandvise under the 
arch a seniinel, with musket and bayoncl, paces to and 
fro in the entrance, and other soldiers lounge close by. 
The life of the city seems to he compressed ami made 
more intense by this barrier; and on passing within it 
you do not breathe quite su freely, yet are sensible of an 
enjoyment in the elose elbowing (.lining, the clamor of 
high voices from side to side of the street, and the mil- 
lion of petly shrills, actions, trailics, ami personalities, all 
so S(]uc</ed together a- to become a great whole. 

The street by which I entered led me to (he Carraja 
Bridge ; crossing which, 1 kept, straight onward till I 
came to the Church of Santa llaria Novella. Doubtless, 
it looks just the same as when Boccaccio's parly stood 
in a cluster on its broad steps arranging their excursion 
to the villa. Thence I went to tin: Church of St. Lo- 
renzo, which 1 eu! e red by the side door, and found the 
organ sounding and a religious eereinonv going forward. 
It is a church of sombre aspect, with its gray walls and 
pillars, but was decked out for some festivity with hang- 
ings of scarlet damask and guid. 1. sat awhile to rest 
myself, ami then pursued my way to the Duomo. I en- 
tered, and looked a( Sir John Hawk wood's painted effigy, 
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and at several busts and studies, and at the windows of 
the chapel surrounding the dome, through which the 
sunshine glowed, while in the outer air, but. a Imndred- 
hucd splendor within. .1 tried to bring up the scene of 
Lorenzo dc' Medici's attempted assnssinulion, but witli 
no groat success ; and after listening a little while to 
the chanting of the priests and acolytes, 1 went to the 
Bank. It is in a palate of which lianhael was the 
architect, in the Piazza Gran Duca. 

I next went, as a matter of course, to the Uffizi gal- 
lery, and, in the first place, to the Tribune, where the 
Venus de' Medici deigned to reveal herself rather more 

satisfactorily than at my last- visit I looked into 

all the rooms, bronzes, drawings, and gem-room ; a vol- 
ume might easily be written upon either subject. The 
eonicnt.s of I lie gem-room especially require In be looked 
at separately in order to convince one's self of their 
minute magnificences ; for, among so many, the eye 
slips from one to another with only a vague outward 
sense that here are whole shelves full of lilile miracles, 
both of nature's material and man's workuiaeslii-i. 
Greater | larger j things can be reasonably well appre- 
ciated witli a less scrupulous though broader attention ; 
but in order to eslimale Hie briliianey of (lie diamond 
eyes of a little agate bast, for instance, you have to 
screw your mind down to them and nothing else. "You 
mast sharpen your faculties of observation to a point, 
and touch the object exactly on the right spot, or you 
do not appreciate if at all. It is a troublesome process 
when there are a thousand such objects to be seen. 

I stood at an open window in the transverse corridor, 
and looked down upon Hie A.rno, and across at the range 
of edifices that impend over it on (lie opposite side. The 
river, 1 should judge, may be a hundred or a hundred 
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and fifty yards wide in iis course between Hit Ponte alle 
Grazie and the Ponte Veccbio ; that is. the width be- 
tween strand iind si. mud is at least so much. The river, 
however, leaves a broad margin of mud and gravel on 
iis right haul,, on which walcr-wccd-; yruw pretty abun- 
dantly, and creep even into the stream. On nij first 
arrival in Plorenee I thought the goose-pond green of 
the water rather agreeable than otherwise; but its hue 
is now that of unadulterated mud, as yellow as ihc Tiber 
itself, yet not impressing nie as being enriched with city 
sewerage like that other famous river. Prom the Poute 
alle Gru/ie downward, half-way towards (lie Ponte Vcc- 
elho, there is an island of gravel, and the channel on 
each side is so shallow as to allow the passage of men 
and horses wading not overleg. 1 have seen fishermen 
wading I lie main eliaunel from side to side, their feet 
sin king; inlo the dark mud, and thus discoloring the 
yellow water with a black track visible, step by step, 
through its shallowness. Hut still the Aruo is a moun- 
tain stream, and liable to be tetchy and turbulent like 
all its kindred, and no doubt it often finds its borders 
of hewn stone- not too far apart for its convenience. 

Along the right shore, beneath the Uffizi and the 
adjacent, buildings, there is a broad paved way, with a 
parapet; on the opposite shore the edilices are built 
directly upon the river's edge, and impend over the 
water, supported upon arches and machicolations, as f 
think that peculiar arranL'uneut of buttressing arcades 
is called. The houses are picturesquely various in height, 
from two or three stories to seven; picturesque in hue 
likewise,- pea-green, yellow, white, and of aged discol- 
oration, — but all with green blinds; picturesque al-o 
in the courts and galleries that, look upon the river, and 
in the wide arches that open beneath, intended perhaps 
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to afford a haven fur the household boat. Nets were 

suspended before our or two of the houses, as if the 
inhabitants were in the habit, of fishing out, of window. 
As a geueral client, 1 he houses, though ol'leo palatial in 
size and height, have a shabby, neglected aspect, ami ate 
jnii.bled. too closely together. Behind their range the 
city swells upward in a hilisidc, which rises to a great 
height above, forming. I believe, a part of the Boboli 
Gardens. 

I returned homewards over the Ponte Veccbio, which 
is a continuous street of ancient houses, except over the 
central arch, so that a stranger might easily cross the 
river without knowing it. In these small, old houses 
there is a community of goldsmiths, who set out their 
glass eases, and hang their windows wit.li rings, bracelets, 
necklaces, strings of pearl, ornaments of malachite and 
coral, and especially with Florentine mosaics; watches, 
loo, and snuff-boxes of old fashion or new; offerings for 
shrines also, sneh iis silver hearts pierced with swords; 
an infinity of pretty tilings, the uianufatlure of which is 
continually going on in the little back-room of each little 
shop. This feWLtiw holiness has bin; i'5tahi:shrd oo 1 lie 
j'oute Vceehio for centuries, allhoiigh, long since, it was 
an art of far higher pretensions than now. Bcnvcnuto 
Cellini had his workshop here, probably in one of these 
selfsame little nooks. It would have been a ticklish nll'air 
to be 15en venule's fellow-workman within such narrow 

Going out of the Porta Romans, I walked for some 

distance along the city wall, and then, turning to the left, 
toiled up the hill of H.dlosguardo, through narrow /.iyy.ag 
lanes between high walls of stone or plastered brick, 
where the sun had the fairest chance to frizzle me. There 
were scattered villas and houses, here and there conceit- 
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ti'atiujr into a little bit of a sired, paved ividi flag-stones 
from side to side, as in the city, and shadowed unite 
across ils narrowness by ihe height of the houses. Most- 
ly, however, the way was inhospitably sunny, aud shut 
out by the high wail from every glimpse of a view, except 
in one spot, where 1'lofenee spread itself before my eyes, 
with every tower, dome, and spin; which it contains. A 
little way farther on my own gray tower rose before me, 
tbe most welcome objeel. that 1 had seen in the course of 
the day. 

Srpteutber liilh.— I went into town again yesterday, 
by way of the Porta San 1'rcdiisno, and observed that this 
gate (like the other gates of Florence, as far as I have 
observed) is a (all, square structure of stone or brick, or 
both, rising high above the adjacent wall, aud having a 
range of open loggie in the upper story. The arch ex- 
ternally is about half the height of the structure. Inside, 
towards ihe town, it rises nearly to the roof. On each 
side of the arch there is much room for offices, apart- 
ments, storehouses, or whatever else. On the outside of 
the gate, along the base, are those iron rings and sockets 
for torches, which are said to he tbe distinguishing sym- 
bol of illustrious houses. As contrasted with the vista of 
the narrow, suarmiug street through the arch from with- 
out, the view from the inside might be presented with a 
glimpse of the free blue sky. 

I strolled a little about. Florence, and went into two or 
three churches; iuto that of the Annunziata for one. I 
have already described this church, with its general mag- 
nilieence, and it was more magnificent than ever to-day, 
being hung with scarlet silk and gold -em broidery. A 
great man; people were at their devotions, thronging 
principally around tbe Virgin's shrine. I was struck 
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be; and one is sensible of a rectitude and reality in the 
nftViir. and respects the (load people for not [Hitting them- 
selves into an eternal masquerade. The dress of the 
present day will look equally respectable in one or two 
hundred years. 

The Fair is still going on, and nne of its principal cen- 
t res is before this 'church, in the Piazza of the Aunun- 
z-iata. Cloth is the chief commodity offered for sale, and 
none of the finest ; enarse, unbleached linen and cotton 
prints for country-people's wear, together with yam, 
stockings, and here am! there an assorlment of briglit- 
eolored ribbons. Playthings, of a very nnle fashion, 
were also displayed; likewise books in Italian and 
French ; and a great deal of iron-work. Both here and 
in Rome they have this odd custom of olfering rush- 
iron implements for sale, spread out on the pavements. 
There was a good deal of tinware, too. glittering in the 
sunshine, especially around the pedestal of the bronze 
statue of Duke Ferdinand, who curbs his horse and looks 
down upon the bustling piazza in a very stately way. 
.... The people attending the fair had mostly a rustic 
appearance; sunburnt, faces, thin frames; no beauty, no 
bloom, no (oyousuess of young or old; an anxious as- 
pect, as if life were no easy or holiday matter with them ; 
but I should take them to be of a kindly nature, and rea- 
sonably honest.. E.veepl the broad -brimmed Tuscan hats 
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of tlie women, there wis no peculiarity of costume. At 
a careless glance I eonld very well have mistaken most 
of the men for Yankees ; as for i ho women, there is vert 
lii.lle resemblance between them and ours,— the old 
ber.i:sj absolutely hideous, and the voting ones very seldom 
pretty. It was a very dull crowd. Tlioy do not gener- 
ate any warmth among tlieieseivcs by contiguity; i Ik y 
have no pervading sentiment, such as is continually 
breaking out in rough merriment from an American 
crowd ; they have nothing to do wil.li one another; they 
are not a crowd, considered as one mass, bw a c.J,kctra\ 
of individuals. A despotic govern meat, has perhaps de- 
stroyed (heir principle of cohesion, and crumbled litem to 
atoms. Italian crowds tire noted tor their civility ; pos- 
sibly they deserve credit fur native courtesy and gentle- 
ness; possibly, on the other hand, the crowd has not 
spirit and self-consciousness enough to be rampant. I 
wonder whether they will ever hold another parliament 
in the. Piaz/.a of Santa Croce! 

1 paid a visit to Iho gallery of the Piiri Palace. There 
is too large an intermixture of Andrea del Sarin's pic- 
tures in this gallery, everywhere you see them, cold, 
proper, and unorhieisabie, looking so niueh like lirst-ralc 
excellence, that yon iuei ilably quarrel with your own 
taste for not admiring them 

It was one of the days when my mind misgives trie 
whether I lie pictorial art be not a humbug, and when 
the miunlc accuracy of a fly in a Dutch picture of fruit 
and flowers seems to me something more', reliable than 
the masler-louclies of Raphael. The gallery Was Con- 
siderably thronged, and many of tlie visitors appeared to 
be from the country, and of a class intermediate between 
genl.ilily and hdior. is there siit-.1i a rund class in Italy : 
I saw a respectable-looking man feeling awkward and 
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uiromfortabie in a nev, an;; glossy pair "f pajraiooi.s nun 
jet bent and creased to his natural movement, 

Notliiug pleased me better to-i!iiy than some amber 
cups, in one of the cabinuis of curiosities. They arc 
richly wrought, ami the material is as if llic arlisl bad 
compressed a great deal of ynusliLiu: together, and when 
sufficiently solidilicd had moulded these nips out of it and 
let them harden. Tills simile was suggested by . 

Leaving the palace, I entered the Boboli Gardens, 
and wandered up and down a good deal of its uneven 
surface, through broad, well-kept edges of box, sprout- 
ing loftily, trimmed smoothly, and strewn between with 
cleanly gravel ; skirling along piaalai.ions of aged trees, 
throwing a deep shadow within their preeiueis ; passing 
many statues, not. of the finest art, yet approaching so 
near it, as to serve just as good a purpose for garden or- 
nament ; coming now and then to the borders of a fish- 
pool, or a pond, where stately .swans circumnavigated an 
island of flowers ; — all very hue and very wearisome. 
I liave never enjoyed this garden; perhaps because it 
suggests dress -coats, and such elegant formalities. 

September Hill. — We have heard a good deal of spirit 

matters of late, especially of wonderful incidents that at- 
tended Jlr. Home's visit to I'iorenee, two or three years 
ago. Mrs. Powers told a very marvellous thing; bow 

that, when Mr. Home was holding a tcanee in her bouse, 
and several persons present, a great scratching was heard 
in a neighboring closet. She addressed the spirit, and 
requested it not to disturb the company then, as they 
were busy with other all'airs, promising to converse with 
it on a future occasion. On a subsequent night, accord- 
ingly, the scraklibg w:ss renewed, with the utmost vio- 
lence; and hi reply to Mrs. IWers's questions, I lie spirit 
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assured her that It was not one, but legion, being (be 

gliosis of twenty-seven monks, who wore niiseruhlc aval 
without hope ] Tlii: house now occupied by Powers was 
formerly a convent, ;uid .1. suppose these were Hie spirit s 
of all the wicked monks that had ever inhabited it; at 
least, I hope Hint there were not such a number of dam- 
nable sinners extant at any o no time. These ghoslly 
fathers must have been very improper persons in their 
liicrime, judging by the iudecorousness of i heir behavior 
even after death, and in such dreadful circumstances ; 
for they pulled _\lrs. Powers's skirls so hard as to break 
the gal hers It was not ascertained thai they de- 
sired to have anything done for their eternal welfare, or 
thai their situation was capable of amendment anyhow ; 
but, being o.\horted to refrain from further disliirbuni'e, 
they took their departure, al'ler making the sign of the 
cross on the breast of each person present. This was 
very singular in such reprobates, who, by their own con- 
fession, had forfeited all claim lo be benefited by that 
holy symbol : it curiously suggests that the forms of re- 
ligion may still be kept up in purgatory and hell itself. 
The sign was made in a way thai conveyed the sense of 
something devilish and spiteful ; (lie perpendicular line of 
the cross being drawn genii; enough, but the transverse 
one sharply and violently, so as to leave a painful impres- 
sion. Perhaps the monks meant this lo e.vpress their con- 
tempt and hatrfti! for heretics; and how queer, that tins 
antipathy should survive their own damnation! But I 
cannot help hoping that the ease of these poor devils 
may not be so desperate as they think. They cannot be 
wholly lost, because their desire lor communication with 
mortals shows that they need sympathy, therefore are 
not altogether hardened, therefore, with loving treatment, 
may be restored. 
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A great many other wonders took place within the 

], uowledge ana experience of .Mrs. I 1 . She saw, not, 

fine pair of hands only, but. many. The head of one of 
her dead children, a little boy, was laid in her lap, not in 
jrjmslly fashion, as a head out. of (lit coiliu and (lis: grave, 
but just as the living child might have laid it on his 
inoihor's knees. It was invisible, by the by, and she rcc- 
ogm/.cd it hy the hadures and 1he character of the hair, 
through the sense of touch. Little hands grasped Iters, 
in short, these soberly attested iiicrcdibiUlies are so nu- 
merous that. 1 forget nine tenths of Ilium, and judge the 
others too cheap to heivritt.cn down. Christ spoke the 
truth surely, in saving that men would not believe, 
"though one rose from the dead." In my own ea.se, the 
fact muk.es absoimely no impression. I regret sueh con- 
firmation of truth as this. . 

Witlun a mile of our villa stands (lie Villa Columharia, 
a largo house, built round a square court. Like Mr, 
Powers's residence, it, was formerly a convent. It is 
inhabited hy Major Gregorie, an old soldier of Waterloo 
and various other tights, and Ids family consists of _\1 rs. 

, the widow of otic of the Major's friends, and her 

two daughters. Wc h:ive become acquainted with the 

family, and Mrs. , the, married daughter, has lent us 

a written statement- of her experiences with a ghost, who 
has haunted the "\ ilia (Jolumbaria for many years back. 

He had made Mrs. aware of his presence in her 

room by a sensation of extreme cold, as if a wintry 
breeze were blowing over her; also by a rustling of the 
beii-curlaius ; and, at such times, she had a certain con- 
sciousness, as she says, that she wa.s not ai.onk. Through 
Mr. Home's agency, the ghost was enabled to explain 
himself, and declared that be was a monk, named Gian- 
naue, who died a very long time ago in Mrs. 's 
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present bedchamber. He was a murderer, and had been 
in a restless and miserable. Slate £VW B»cr, Ws iifnik 
wandering up anil down the house, bnl especially haunl- 
iug iila own dealh-chamhcr rind it staircase that, communi- 
cated witii tin; chapel of the villa. All the interviews 
with tins lost spirit were attended wilh a .sensation of 
seven: cold, which was felt by every one present. lie 
made his communications by means of table-rapping, and 
by the movements of chairs and oilier articles, which 
often assumed an angry eharacler. The poor old fellow 
does not seem to have known exactly "what he wanted 

with Mrs. , hut promised to refrain from disturbing 

her any more, on condition that she would pray that lie 
might had some repose, lie had previously declined 
having any masses said for his soul. Rest, rest, rest, 
appears to be (lie ci.mlimi.iL craving of unhappy spirits ; 
they do not venture to ask for positive bliss ; perhaps, 
in their utter weariness, Would rather forego the (rouble 
of active enjoyment, but pray only Cor rest. The cold 
atmosphere around this moid; suggests new ideas as to 
the climate of Hades. If all the aforothenlioned twonly- 
seven monks had a similar one, the combined tempera- 
ture must have been that of a polar winter. 

Mrs. saw, at one time, the fingers of her monk, 

long, yellow, and skinny; these lingers grasped tiic 
hands of individuals of the party, with a eold, ehitomy, 
and horrible touch. 

After the departure of this ghost other seances were 
held in her bedchamber, at winch good and holy spirits 
manifested themselves, and behaved in a very eomforlnble 
and encouraging way. It was their benevolent purpose, 
apparently, to purify her apartments from all traces of 
the evil spirit, and to reconcile her to what had been so 
lung the haunt of this miserable tuouk, by filling it with 
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fiap|"\v and sacred associathij;?, in which, as Mrs.- 

intimates, they entirely succeeded. 

These stories remind me of an incident that took 
place at [lie. old inause, in L lie lirsl bujintif-r of our mar- 



Sepiember\7th. — We walked yesterday to Florence, 

and visited t.lic chnrch of JM. Loren/.o, where we saw, 
ftr (he second time, tin; famous iledici statute of Michael 
Angela. 1 found myself not in a very appreciative stale, 
and, being a .slone myself, the statue of Lorenzo was at 
first little more t.o me than another stone ; but it was 
beginning to assume life, and would have impressed me 
as it did before if I had ga/cd long enough. There was 
a beller light upon the face, tinder the helmet, than at 
my former visit, alliums;!) 'stiil the foaiurcs were enough 
overshadowed to produce thai invsten on which, accord. 
ivig to Mr. Powers, the efl'eef of the statue depends. I 
observe that the costume of the figure, instead of being 
medieval, as I believe I have staled, is liomaii; hut, be 
it what it may, the grand and simple character of the 
figure imbues the robes with its individual propriety. 
I still think it the greatest miracle ever wrought, in 
marble. 

We crossed the church and entered a cloister on the 
opposite side, in quest of the l.aureiitian Library. As- 
oemliug a staircase we found an old man blowing the 
bellows of the organ, which was in full blast in the 
church; nevertheless he found time to direct us to the 
library door. We entered a lofty vestibule, of ancient 
aspect and slatcly are luteelure, and thence were admit- 
ted into the library itself: a long and wide gallcrv or 
ball, lighted by a row of windows on which were- painted 
the arms of the Medici. The ceiling was inlaid with 
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dark wood, in an elaborate pattern, which was exai't'.y 
repeated in tcrra-cutta on ik: pavement beneath our fuel. 
Long desks, in im.'Ii like 1 Ik: old-fashioned cues in schools, 
were ranged on each side of I lie mid aisle, in a series 
from end to end, with scats for the convenience of stu- 
dents ; and oil these desks were rave manuscripts, care- 
fully preserved under glass ; and books, fastened to the 
desks by iron chains, us the custom of sludious itnticjuily 
used to be. Along the centre of the hall, between the 
two ranges of desks, were iable.s and chairs, at which 
two or three scholarly persons were sealed, diligeully 
consulting volumes in manuscript or old iype. It was a 
very quiet plaee, imbued with a cloistered sanctity, and 
remote, from all street-cries and rumble of the city, — 
odorous of old literature, ■ - a spot where the commonest 
ideas uug::l not. in be expressed in less llnni Latin. 

The librarian —or custode he ought- ralher to he 
termed, for he was a man not above the fee of a paul — 
now presented himself, and showed us some of the liter- 
ary curiosities ; a vellum manuscript of I he Bible, with 
a splendid illumination by Ghirlandaio, covering two 
folio paires, and just as brilliant in its color as it linishcil 
yesterday. Other illuminated manuscripts — or at, least 
separate pages of them, for the volumes were kept un- 
der glass, and not to be turned over — were shown us, 
very magnificent, but not to be compared with tins of 
Ghirlandaio. Looking at such treasures I could almost 
say that we have left behind us more splendor than we 
have kept alive to our own age, H'e publish beaulilu.1 
editions of books, to be sure, and thousands of people 
enjoy t.bcm ; but. in ancient times the expense that we 
spread thinly over a thousand volumes was all com- 
pressed into one, and it became a great jewel oi a book, 
a heavy folio, worth its weight in gold. Then, what a 
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spiritual charm it gives (o a hook 1i> fori that every letter 
lias been individually wrought, and the pictures glow for 
thai individual page alone ! Cerlaiuly tlio ancient- reader 
had a luxury wliieh tin: modern one lacks. I was sur- 
prised, moreover, to soe the clearness and accuracy of 
the ehirography. Priut does not surpass it in these re- 

The custode showed us an ancient manuscript of the 

Decameron; likewise, a volume containing tlio port-rails 
of l.'ctrarch and of Laura, each covering the whole of a 
vellum page, and very finely done. They are authentic 
portraits, no doubt, and Laura is depicted as a fair -haired 
b;-aut.v, with a very Sat isfaet.orv amount of loveliness. 
We saw some elioiee old editions of books iu a small 
separate room; but- as these were all ranged ill shut 
bookcases, and as each volume, moreover, was in a sepa- 
rate cover or modern bindim.-, ibis exhibition did us very 
lilllc good. Ii\" the by, Ihcrc is a conceit struggling 
blindly in my mind about Petrarch and Laura, suggested 
by those two lifelike portraits, which have been sleeping 
eiieek to elicek through all those centuries. But I can- 
not lay hold of it. 

September 21s/. — Yesterday morning tlie Yal d' Arno 

was entirely Mind willi a thick tog, wbioh extended even 
up to our windows, and concealed objects within a very 
short distance. II began to dissipate ils.-lf betimes, 
however, and was tlie forerunner of an unusually brig] it 
and warm day. We set out. after breakfast and walked 
into town, where we looked at mosaic brooches. These 
are very pretty little bits of manufacture; but there 
seems to have been no infusion of fresh fancy into tlie 
work, and the specimens present little variety. It is the 
eliai'iet.erist.ie en mi noddy of the place ; the central mart 
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ami manufacturing V-eahty licliir: mi the 1'onte Yeechio, 
from end to end of which they are displayed in cases; 
but there are oilier mosaic shops scattered about the 
town. The principal devices are roses, — pink, yellow, 
or "white, — jasmines, lilies of the valley, forgel-me-nols, 
orange blossoms, and others, single or in sprigs, or 
twined into wreaths ; parrot?, too, and oilier birds of gay- 
plumage, — often exquisitely done, and sometimes with 
precious materials, such as lapis lazuli, malaehile, and 
still rarer gems. Bracelets, with several different, yet 
relative designs, are often very beautiful. We find, at 
diiu'reut shop.'., a great, iiieipui'ily of prices for mosaics 
that, seemed to be of much the same quality. 

We went to the Uffizi gallery, and found it much 
thronged with the middle and lower classes of Kalians; 
and the linglish, too, seemed more numerous than I have 
lately seen them. Perhaps the tourists have just arrived 
here, starting at. the close of the London season. We 
were amused with a pair of Englishmen who went 
through I he gallery ; one of them criticising the pictures 
and statues audibly, for the benefit of his companion. 
The critic I should take to be a country squire, and 
wholly untravellcd; a tall, well-built, rather rough, hut 
gentlemanly Minn enough ; his friend, a small personage, 
exquisitely neat in dress, and of artificial deportment, 
every alliloih' ami ge^t.'ire appearing to have lieeu penc- 
iled before a glass. Being but a small pattern of a man, 
physically and intellectually, he had thought it worth 
while to finish himself off with the elaborateness of a 
Florentine mosaic; and the result was something like a 
daueiog-ma.ster, though without, the e\uiieraut embroid- 
ery of such persons. Indeed, he was a very quiet little 
man, and, though so thoroughly made up, there was 
something particularly green, i'vesb, and simple in him. 
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Biil.l] these Englishmen were elderly, and ihc smaller one 
had perfectly white hair, glossy and silken. It did not 
make him in the leas! venerable, however, but took his 
own character of neatness and prettiuess. He carried 
his well-brushed and glossy hut in his hand in such away 
aa not to ruffle its surface ; and I wish 1 could put into 
one word or one sentence the pettiness, llie minikin- 
iiiiieal effect of this lillle man ; Ins self-consciousness so 
lifelong, that, in sonic sort, he forgot, himself even in the 
midst of it; his propriety, his cleanliness and unruffled- 
ness; Ids prctfincss and nicely of manifestation, like a 
bird hopping daintily about. 

His companion, as 1 said, was of a completely different 
type; a tall, gray-haired man, with the rough taiglish 
face, a little tinted willi port wine; careless, natural 
manner, betokening a man of position in his own neigh- 
borhood; a loud voice, not vulgar, nor outraging the 
rides of society, bill, betraying n character incapable of 
much refinement. He talked continually in his progress 
through the L'illlery, and audibly enough for us l.o catch 
almost everything be said, at many yards' dislanec. His 
remarks am! criticisms, addressed to his small friend, 
were so enUrlaiuing, that we strolled behind him for the 
sake of being beuclilcd by them; and I think he soon 
became aware of this, and addressed himself to us as 
well as to his more immediate friend. Nobody but an 
Englishman, it seems to me, has just this kind oi vanity, 
— a feeling mixed up with scorn and good-nature ; self- 
complacency on his own mcrils, and as an Kiigli.-duuau ; 
pride at. being in foreign parts ; eonlempl. for everybody 
around him : a rough kindliness towards people in gen- 
eral. I liked the man, and should be glad to know luin 
belter. As for his criticism, 1 am sorry to remember 
only one. It was upon the picture of the Naiivity, by 
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Oorreggio, in the Tribune, where the iiiollit'i- is kneeling 
before- tlie Child, and adoring it in an awful rapture, 
bi'^tusfi slii' sees (lie: eternal God in ils baby face and 
figure. Tlic Englishman was highly delighted with this 
picture, and began to gesticulate, us if dandling a baby, 
and to make u chirruping sound. It was to him merely 
a representation of a mother fondling Iter infant. He 
then said, "If I could have my choice of the pictures 
and statues in the Tribune, I would lake tliis picture, 
and that one. yonder " (it was a good enough Enthrone- 
ment of lite Virgin by Andrea del Snrto) ''and the 
Un.ioing Faun, and lul the rest, go." A delightful man ; 
1 love that wholesome coarseness of mind and heart, 
which no edueation nor opportunity can polish out of 
the genuine iiiisrhsliiiirui ; a coarseness without vulgarity. 
When a Yankee is coarse, he is pretty .sure to he vulgar 
too. 

The two critics seemed to be eon side ring whether it 
were practicable to go from the Ufflzi to the 1'ilii gal- 
lery; but "it confuses one," remarked the little man. 
" to see more than our gallery in a day." (I should 
think so, — ■the 1'il.ti Palace tumbling into his small re- 
ceptacle on the top of the Ufflai.) "It does so," re- 
sponded (be big man, wilh heavy emphasis. 

September 23i*. — The vintage has been going on in 
our p'jderr for about a week, and I. saw a part of llie 

process of mating wine, under one of our back windows. 
It was on a very small scale, t.iie grapes being thrown 
into a barrel, and crushed wilh a sort, of pestle ; and as 
eaeli eslate seems to make its own wine, there are 
probablv no very extensive and clidiorati; appliances in 
general use for the manufacture. The cider-making of 
New England is far more picl'.iresrpie ; the great heap 
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<>( golden f.r rosy apples under the trees, and the cider- 
inill worked by a eircumgyratory horse, and all agush 
■wilii sweet juice. Indeed, nothing connected willi the 
grape-culture ami the vintage lu:rc Iiiis been })icl nrostjiic, 
except the large inverted pyramids in which the clus- 
ters bans; those great bunches, white or purpln, really 
satisfy my idea both as to aspect ami taste. Wo Call 
buy a large brisket I'nl I'm- less than a paid ; and they are 
the only things that, one can never devour too much 
of — and there is no enough short of a little too liiueh 
— without subsequent repentance. It is a shame to 
turn such delicious juice into such sour wine as they 
make in Tuscany. I tasted a sip or two of a flask 
which the contadini sent us for trial, — -the rich result 
of the process I had witnessed in the barrel. It took 
me altogether by Surprise; fori remembered the nec- 
tarcousne=s of the new eider which T used to sip 
through a straw in my boyhood, and V never doubted 
that, tliis would be as dulcet, but liner and more ethe- 
real ; as much more delectable, in short, as these grapes 
arc belter than puckcry eider apples. Positively, I never 
tasted anything so delegable, such a sour and bitter 
juice, still lukewarm vril b fermentation ; it. was a wail of 
woe, squeezed out. of the wine-press of tribulation, and 
the more a man drinks of sneh, the sorrier he will be. 

Besides grapes, we have had figs, and I have now 
learned to bo very fond of them, "When they first 
began to appear, two months ago, they had scarcely 
any sweetness, and tasted very like a decaying squash : 
this was an early variety, wil.li purple skins. There arc 
many kinds of tigs, the best being greeu-skiiiued, grow- 
ing yellower as they ripen ; and the riper they are, the 
more the sweetness within ihem intensifies, till they 
resemble dried figs in everything, except that thej 



by Google 



1858.] ITALY. 135 

retain the fresh fruit-flavor; rich, luscious, vet not pall- 
ilig. We have liiid pears, too, some of them "very 
tolerable; and peaches, which look magnificently, as 
regards size and downy blush, hut have seldom much 
more taste than a cucumber. A succession of fruits lias 
followed us, eriT since our arrival in i'lurence : — ■ first, 
and for a long time, abundance of cherni'S ; then apri- 
eots, which lasted many weeks, till we were weary of 
them; then plums, pears, and finally figs, peaches, and 
grapes. Except the fists mid grapes, a New England 
summer and auluinu would give ns better fruit than any 
we have found in Italy. 

Italy beats us, 1 think, in mosquitoes ; they are hor- 
ribly pungent, litlle Satanic particles. They possess 
strange inlcliigeuee, and exquisite acuteness of sight and 
smell, — prodigious audacity and courage to match it, 
insomuch that they venture on the most hazardous 
attacks, and get sale off. One of them flew into my 
mouth, the oilier night, and slung me far down in my 
throat; but luckily 1 coughed him up In halves. They 
arc bigger than American mosquitoes; and if you crush 
Ihem. after out of their fesisls, it makes a lerrilie blood- 
spot,. It is a sort of suicide — at least, a shedding of 
one's own blood — to kill them ; but it gratifies the old 
Adam to do it. It shocks roe to feel how revengeful I 
am ; but it is impossible not to impute a certain malice 
and intellectual venom to these diabolical insects. I 
wonder whether our health, at this season of the year, 
requires that we should be kept in a state of irrital ion, 
and so the mosquitoes are Nature's prophetic remedy 
for some disease ; or whether we are made for the mos- 
quitoes, not they for us. It is possible, just possible, 
that the Infinitesimal doses of poison which they infuse 
into us are a honuciciiiiliic s:dVgn:ii\i ;igaiu-i pestilence; 
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but medicine never was administered in a more disa- 
greeable way. 

The moist atmosphere about Hie Aran, I suppose, pro- 
duces these insects, and iills the broad, ten-mile valley 
with them ; and as we are just on tlie brim of the basin, 
t.aey overiiow into our windows. 

September %Wi.—V and I walked to town yes- 
terday morning, and went to the Uffizi gallery. It is 
not a pheasant thought that wc are so soon to give up 
tin's gallery, vrilh lillli; prospect (none, or hardly any, on 
my pari) of hit seeing it again. It, interests me and 
all of us far more than the gallery of the l'itti Palace, 
where for;: L know not, for the lnit.tr is the richer ol' the 
two In admirable: pictures. Perhaps il is the pielurestjue 
variety of the Uffizi — the combination of painting, 
sculpture, gems, and bronzes — thut makes the charm. 
The Tribune, toe, is the richest room iu all the world ; 
a heart, that draws all hearts to it. The Dulch pictures, 
moreover, give a homely, human interest to the Uffii-.i ; 
and I really think that, the li-erjiieocy of Andrea del Car- 
lo's productions at the Pilli Palace — looking so very 
like maslerpieces, yet lacking the soul of art and nature 
- -have much to do wish tiist weariness thai comes from 
belter acquaintance with the latter gallery. The splen- 
dor of the gilded and frcseocd saloons is perhaps another 
bore ; hut, after all, my memory will often tread there as 
long as I live. What shall we do in America ? 

Speaking of Dutch pictures, I was much struck yes- 
terday, as fretpient'y before, with a small picture by 
Tenters the elder. It seems lo be a pawnbroker in the 
midst of his pledges; old earthen jugs, flasks, a brass 
kettle, old books, and a huge pile of worn-out and 
broken rubbish, which he is examining. These things 
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are i-epreseni ed with vast, fidelity, vet with bold and free 
touches, unlike tlie minute, microscopic work of other 

Dutch masters; and a wonderful picturesqueness is 
wrought out of these humble materials, aud even the 

figure and head of the pawnbroker have a strange gran- 
deur. 

We spent no very long time at the Uffizi, and after- 
wards crossed tlie Poute alle Grazie, and went to the 
convent of Ban Miuiato, which stands on a hill outside 
of the Porta Ban Gallo. A paved pathway, along wliieli 
stand trusses marking sialioiisaf which pilgrims are 10 
kneel and pray, goes steeply In the hill-top, where, in 
The first plaee, is a smaller church and convent (linn 
those of San Miuiato. The latter are seen at a short 
distance to I he right, the convent being a large, square 
battlcmcnlcd mass, adjoining which is the church, show- 
ing a front, of aged while marble, slrcal.ed wilh black, 
and lim in:; an old stone tower behind. ( have seen no 
other convent, or monastery that so well corresponds 
with my idea of what such structures were. The sacred 
precincts arc enclosed by a high wall, gray, ancient, and 
luxuriously ivy-grown, and lofty and strong enough for 
the rampart of a fortress. We went through the gate- 
way and entered the church, which we found in much 
disarray, and unisons at work upon (lie pavement. The 
tribune is derated cousith ridily above file nave, and ;.c- 
cessihie hy marble staircases; there are great arches 
aud a chapel, with curious monuments in ihe Gothic 
style, and ancient carvings ami mosaic works, and, in 
short, a dim, dusty, and venerable interior, well worth 

studying in detail The view of i'loreiiee from 

flic church door is very fine, and seems to include every 
tower, dome, or whatever object emerges out of the 
general mass. 
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,Srp?ci:ih."t- %%th. — I went to tlic T'itti Palace yester- 
day, and to the L'tli/.i to-day, paring them probably mv 
last visit, yet cherishing an uti reason a hie dnubt whether 
I may not see them again. At all events, 1 have seen 
ilium enough for I he present, even what is best: of Ihem ; 
and, at the same time, with a sail reluctance to bid them 
fareivell forever, ]. e\]n: rieuee an utter weariness of liu- 
phael's old canvas, and of the time-yellowed marble of 
the Venus dc' Medici. When the material embodiment 
presents itself outermost, and we perceive them only by 
the grosser sense, misting their ethereal spirit, there is 
ni.il liiii;; so heavily burdensome as masterpieces of jiuiiU- 
ing and sculpture. I threw my farewell glance at the 
Venus do' Medici to-day with strange insensibility. 

The nights are wonderfully beautiful now. When the 
moon was at the full, a few nights ago, its light \vd-, an 
absolute glory, such as I seem only to have dreamed of 
heretofore, and that only in my younger days. At its 
rising 1 have fun tied that the orb of the moon lias a kind 
of purple brightness, and thai this tinge is communicated 
to ils radiance until it has climbed high aloft and sheds 
a flood of white over hill and valley. Now that the moon 
is on the wane, there is a gentler lustre, but still bright; 
and it makes the Val d' Arno with ils surrounding hills, 
and its soli, mist in the distance, as beautiful a seene as 
exists anywhere out of heaven. And the morning is 
quite as beautiful in ils own way. This mist, of which 
I have so often spoken, sets it beyond the limits of actual 
sense and mules it ideal; it is as if you were dreaming 
about the valley, — as if the valley itself wen; dreaming, 
and met you half-way in your own dream. If the mist 
were to be withdrawn. I believe the whole beauty of the 
valley would go with it. 

Until pretty late in the morning, we have the comet 
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streaming through llu; sly, Find dragging its interminable, 
tail among (he stars. It keeps brightening from night 
Us night, ami 1 should think must ls!a/.e (iereclv enough 
to cast a shadow by and by. I know - not whether if. bo 
in the vicinity of Galileo's tower, and in the influence of 
his spirit, but I have hardly ever watched the stars with 
such interest as now. 

Kr/itruihri- 'i'-Mli . List evening I met Mr. Powers at 

M:ss i Helen's, and he lalki'd about Ills treatment by 
ruir ffnvrniuiriil in n-Srrmci- In ;>» :>l>pr-<pri;,i'n/n i/> Mrn- 

fv-iive thousand dollars made by Congress Tor a statue 
by him. Its payment and the purchase of the statue 

were left at. die option of die ['resident, and he conceived 
himself wronged because die affair Mas never concluded. 
.... As for the .President, lie knows nothing of art, and 
probably acted in the. matter by the advice of the director 
of public works. No doubt u sculptor gefs commissions 
as everybody gels public employment and emolument of 
whatever kind from our government, not by merit or 
litness, but bv p:.'!u ii-al hdlm-uee skilful'v ap|ilied. As 
Powers himself observed, the rains of our Capitol are 
not. likely to all'ord sculptures equal to tbo.se which Lord 
Elgin took from the Parthenon, if this bo the, system 

under which they are produced 1 wish our great. 

Republic: had the spirit to do as much, according to ils 
vast means, as .Florence did for sculpture and architec- 
ture when It was a republic; but wo have llic meanest 
government and 1.V si nil I'll! est, and it truly represented 
by it — we arc the meanest and shabbiest, people, known 
in history. And yet the less we attempt to do for art 
the boiler, if our future attempts arc to have no better 
result, than such brazen troopers as the cquesirian statue 
of General Jackson, or even such naked respectabilities 
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as Grecnough's Washington. There is sumethiui: false 
and aife.ct.ed in our highest, taste for art ; and I suppose, 
furthermore, wo are tin' only people who seek t.u decorate 
tlieir public institutions, not by the highest, taste among 
them, but by the average at best. 

There was also at Jliss Illation's-, among other com- 
pany, Mr. , an artist in Florence, and a sensible 

man. I talked wit.li him about Hume, the medium, 
whom lie hail many opportunities of observing when the 
latter was in these parts. Mr. — —says that Hume is 
iiutpiestiouably a knave, but that lie himself is as much 
perplexed at bin own preterual.urnl performances as any 
other person ; bo is (star! led and uilVighteil at 1 lie phenom- 
ena which lie produees. Nevertheless, when bis. spiritual 
powers fall short, bo does his; host to eke them out with 
imposture. This moral infirmity is a part of his nature, 
and I suggested that, perhaps if be were of a firmer and 
healthier mural make, if his character were sotiieieutly 
sound and d.uise lo bo useable of steadfast principle, he 
would not have possessed the iiupreisiii'iiiy thai :its hi:n 

for the so-called spiritual intluenees. Mr. says that 

Louis _\ap;)lei)ii is literally one of the most, skilful jug- 
glers in the world, ami that probably l-he interest ho has 
taken in Mr, Homo was causoi! partly by a wish to 
acquire his art. - - ■ - 

This morning Mr. Powers invited me to go witl) him 
to the Grand Duke's new foundry, to see the bronze 
statue of Webster which has just been east from his 
model. It is the second east of the stal ue, l.lei first hav- 
ing been shipped sinnii mouths ago on board of a vessel 
which was lost; and, as Towers observed, the statue now 
lies at the bottom of the Arlaniio Ocean somewhere in 
tiie vicinity of ilio telegraphic cable. 

We were received with much courtesy and emphasis by 
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the director of the foundry, and conducted into a large 
room walled with bare, new brick, where the statue was 
standing in front of the extinct furnace: a majestic 
Webster indeed, eight feet high, and locking even more 
colossal than thai. The likeness seemed to me perfect, 
and, like a sensible man, Cowers lias dressed him in his 
natural costume, such as I have seen Webster have on 
while milking a speech in the open air at. a mass meeting 
in Con eo rd, — dress-coat buttoned pretty closely across 
tile breast, pantaloons and boots,- event lung finished 
even to a seam and a stitch. Not an inch of the statue 
lint is Webster; even his coal-tails are imbued with the 
man, and this true artist lias succeeded in shoivin? him 
through l.he broadcloth as nature showed him. He has 
felt that a man's actual dollies, are as much a part of him 
as his flesh, and I respect, him for disdaining to shirk the 
difficulty by throwing the meanness of a cloak over it, 
and for recognizing ihe folly of masquerading our Yankee 
statesman in a [Ionian toga, ami the iudeeorousness of 
present tug him as a brassy nudity. It would have been 
quite as unjustifiable to strip him to his skeleton as to 
his flesh, Webster is represented as holding in his right 
hand the written roll of the Constitution, with which he 
points to a bundle of fasces, which be keeps from falling 
by the grasp of his left, thus symbolizing him as the pre- 
server of the Union. There is an expression of quiet, 
solid, massive strength in the whole figure; a deep, per- 
vading energy, in which any exaggeration of gesture would 
lessen and lower the effect, lie looks really like a pillar 
of the state. The face is very grand, very Webster; 
stent and awful, because he is iu the act of meeting a 
great, crisis, and yet with the warmth of a great heart 
glowing through it. .Nappy is Webster lo have been so 
truly and adequately sculptured'; happy the sculptor in 
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siicb a subVel, "ivliirli hi) idi-aL/iLtiiin of a demigod omul 
have sm j>j>l[ei1 him ivil.ii. Perhaps the statue at the bot- 
tom of the sua will be east up in seme future age, when 
the present race of man is forgot Ion, ami if so, that far 
posterity will look up to us as a grander race tliau we 
find ourselves to be. Neither was Webster altogether 
the man he looked. His physique helped him out, even 
when In; foil somewhat short of its prumise ; and if his 
eyes had not been in such deep eaverns their lire would 
not have looked so bright. 

Powers made me observe how the surface of the statue 
was wrought to a sort of roughness instead of being 
smoothed, as is the practice of oilier iirlists. He said 
that this had eost him great pains, and eertailily it has 
an excellent effect. The si.alue is t.o go to Boston, and I 
hope, will be placed in the open air, for it is too mighty 
to be kept under any roof that now exists in Amer- 

After seeing this, the director showed us some very 
curious and exquisite specimens of eastings, such as 
baskets of flowers, in which the most delicate and fragile 
blossoms, the curl of a petal, the finest veins in a leaf, 
the lightest flower-spray that ever quivered in a breeze, 
were perfectly preserved; and the hasket contained, an 
abundant heap of such sprays. There were likewise a 
pair of hands, taken actually from life, clasped together 
us thev were, and thov looked like parts of a man who 
had been changed suddenly from flesh to hrass. They 
were worn and rough and unhandsome hands, and so 
very real, with all their veins and the pores of the skin, 
that it was shocking to look at them. A bronze leaf, 
cast also from the life, was as curious and more beauti- 
ful. 

Taking leave of Powers, I .went hither aial thither 
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about Florence, seeing for (lie last time tilings that. I 
have seen ninny times before: the market, for instance, 
blocking up a line of narrow streets with fruilslalls, and 
obslreperoiis dealers crying their peaches, tlieir green 
lemons, tlieir tigs, their delicious grapes, their mush- 
rooms, their pomegrunalcs, their radishes, llieir leltuces. 
They use one vegetable here which I have not known 
so used elsewhere; that is, very young pumpkins or 
squashes, of the size of apples, and to lie cooked by boil- 
ing. Tlicv are not to joy taste, but (be people here like 
unripe things, — unripe fruit, unripe chickens, unripe 
lamb. This market is the noisiest and swariuiost eeuirc 
of noisy and swarming Florence, and I always like to 
pass through it 011 that account. 

I went also to Santa Croce, and it seemed to me (a 
present a longer vista and broader space limn almost any 
other church, perhaps heeause the pillars between the 
nave and aisles arc not so massive as to obstruct (he 
view. I looked into I lie Duomo, loo, and was pretty 
well content to leave it. Then I came homeward, and 
lost my way, and wandered far off through the white 
sunshine, ami the seanly shade of the vineyard walls, and 
the olive-trees thai here and there branched over them. 
At. last I saw our own gray battlements at. a distance, cm 
one side, quite out of the direclion in which 1 was trav- 
elling, so was compelled to the grievous mortification of 
retracing a great many of my weary fool steps. It Was a 
very hot day. This evening I have been on the lower- 
lop star-gating, and looking at flic comet, which waves 
along the sky like an immense feather of llame. Over 
Florence Inero was an illuminated atmosphere, caused by 
the lights of the city gleaming upward into the mists 
which sleep and dream above that portion of the valley, 
as well as the rest of it. I saw dimly, or funded ] saw, 
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the hill of Fiesole on the oilier side of Florence, and 
remembered how gliost.lv lights were seen passing tlioue;: 
to tlie DLiomo on the night when Lorenzo the Munifi- 
cent died. From time to time the sweet bulls oi Floreuee 
rang out, and I was loath to come down into the lower 
world, knowing thai L sliidl never again look heavenward 
from an old tower-top in sucli a soft calm evening as 
this. Yet I am not loath to go away ; (inpatient, rather; 
for, taking no root, 1 soon weary of any soil in which 
I may lie temporarily deposited. The same impatience I 
sometimes i'eei or conceive of as regards this oarthlv 
life 

I forgot to mention that Powers showed me, in his 
studio, the model of the statue of America, which he 
wished the government to liny. It- has great merit, and 
embodies the ideal of youth, freedom, progress, and 
whatever we consider as distinctive of our country's 
character avid destiny. U is a female ligiuv, vigorous, 
b -anti I'll i, planting its foot lightly on a broken chain, and 
pointing upward. The face has a high look of intelli- 
gence and lofty feeling; the form, nude to the middle, 
has all the charms of womanhood, and is thus wanned 
anil redeemed out of the cold allegoric sisterhood who 
have generally no merit in chastity, being really without 
sex. 1 somewhat question whether it is quite the thimr, 
however, to make a genuine woman out of an allegory : 
we ask, Who is to wed this lovely virgin '; and we are 
not, satislied to banish lier into the realm of chilly 
thought. But 1 liked the statue, and all the better for 
what I criticise, and was sorry to see the huge e.aekage 
in which the finished marble lies bundled up, ready to 
be sent to our country, — which does not call for it, 

Mr. Powers and his two daughters called to take leave 
of lis, and at parting 1 expressed a hope of seeing him 
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in America. He said that it. would make him very lin- 
happy lu believe that lie should never return thither; 
but. it seems to me thai, lie has no such definite purpose 
of return as would be certain to bring itself to pass. 
It makes a very uiisat.isfaof.ory life, thus to spend the 
greater part of it in exile. Iu such a case we are al- 
ways deferring the reality (if life till a future moment, 
and, by and by, we have deferred it till there are no 
future moments; or, if we do go back, we find that life 
has shifted whatever of reality it had to the country 
where we deemed ourselves only living lenipornrily ; and 
so between two stools we eouie to the ground, and make 
ourselves a part of one or the other country only by 
laying our bones in its soil. It is particularly a pity in 
"I'owers's case, because lie is so very American in char- 
acter, and the only convenience for him of bis Italian 
residence is, lliat here lie oak supply himself wilh marble, 
and with workmen to chisel it ateoraing to his designs. 

pi EN A, 

October 2rf. — Yesterday morning, at sis o'clock, we 
left our ancient tower, and threw a parting glance — 
and a rather sad one — over the misty Tal d' Amo, 

This summer will look like a happy one in our children's 
n:i i'o spect, and also, no doubt, iu the years ilim remain 
to ourselves; and, in truth, 1 have found it a peaceful 
and not uneliccrful one. 

It. was not a pleasant morning, and Monte Morello. 
looking down on Florence, had on ifs cap, betokening 
find weather, according to the proverb. Crossing flic 
snspciisiiin-bridge, we readied the Leopoldo railway 
without, entering the city. By some mistake, — or per- 
haps because nobody ever travels by first-class c: 
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in Tuscany, — we found we had received scetmd-chiss 
tickets, ;iii([ were pill ill!') a long, crowded carriage, full 
of pricsis, military men, commercial travellers, ami other 
respectable people, facing one another lengl hwise along 
(.lit; carnal, and many of them smoking cigars. They 
were, all perfectly civil, and I think I. must, rum that the 
maimers of (his second-class would compare favorably 
with those of an American first-class one. 

At Empoli, about an hour after we started, we had to 
change carriages, flic main train proceeding to Leghorn. 
.... My observations along tlie road were very scanty : 
a hilly country, with several old towns sealed oil tlie most 
elevalt-d hill-tops, us is common throughout Tuscany, or 
sometimes a fortress wilha town on the plain at its lmse ; 
or, ouee or twice, the towers and battlements of a medie- 
val ensile, commanding the pass below it. Near Flor- 
ence the country was fertile in llie vine and olive, and 
looked as unpielurestpie as that sort of fertility usually 
makes it; not bul what I have come to think better of 
the tint of the olive-leal than when I lirst saw it. Ill the 
latter part of our journey 1 remember a wild stream, of a 
greenish hue, bul. transparent, rushing along over a rough 
bed, and before reaching Siena we rumbled into a long 
tunnel, and emerged from it near I he city 

We drove up hill and down (for ihe surface of Siena 
seems to be nothing but. an irregularity") through narrow 
old si reel..?, and were set down at tlie Atpiila Nera, a grim- 
looking alhorgo near the centre of the town. Mrs. S 

h:id already taken rooms for us (here, and to these we \vw. 
now ushered up the highway of a dingy stone staircase, 
and into a small, briek-paved parlor. The house seemed 
endlessly old, and all the glimpses that we caught, of Siena 
oi it. of window seemed mere ancient still. A I st wit hi a 

arm's reach, across a narrow street, a tall palace of gray, 
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time-worn stone clambered skyward, with arched wiu- 
dows, and square windows, and farfro windows and small, 
scattered up and down ils side. It is the Palazzo Tolo- 
mei, and looks immensely venerable. I'roiii the windows 
of our bedrooms we looked inlo a broader street, though 
still not very wide, and into a small piazza, the most con- 
spicuous object, in which was a column, hearing on its top 
a bronze wolf suckling lioiuulus and Kernes. This sym- 
bol is repeated iu other parts of the city, and seems to 
indicate that the Sienese people pride themselves in a 
Komau origin. In another direction, over the tops of 
the houses, we saw a very high tower, "with battlements 
projecting around its summit, so that it. was a. fortress in 
llic air; and this I have since found to lie the Palazzo 
Publico. It was pleasant, looking downward into the 
little old piazza and narrow streets, to see the swarm of 
life on the pavement, the life of to-day just aa new as if 
it had never been lived before; the citizens, the priests, 
the .soldiers, the mules and asses ivifh their panniers, the 
diligence lumbering along, with a postilion in a faded 
crimson coat bobbin™- up and down on the oil-horse. 
Such a bustling scene, vociferous, too, with various 
street-cries, is wonderfully set, off by the gray antiquity 
of the town, and makes the town look older than if it 
were a solitude. 

Soon Mr. and Mrs. Slory came, and accompanied us 
to look for lodgings. They also drove us about the city 
in their carriage, and showed us the outside of I he Palazzo 
1'nblieo, and of the cathedral and other remarkable edi- 
fices. The aspect of Siena is far more picturesque than 
that of any other town in Italy, so far as I I now Italian 
towns; and yet, now that I have written it, I remember 
Perugia, and feel that the observation is a. mistake. ])ut 
at any rate Siena is remarhaLK pieturc-que, standing on 
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such a site, on the verge run] within 1 1 to crater of an ex- 
tinct volcano, ami therefore being as uneven as the sea 

in alcnipcst; tin: streets so narrow, ascending between 
tall, ancient palaces, wluie the side streets rush headlong 
down, only to lie threaded by sure-tooted mules, such as 
climb Alpine heights ; old stone balconies on the palace 
fronts; old arched doorways, and windows set in frames 
of Gothic a rchil.ee I. ii re ; arcades, resembling canopies of 
stone, witii quaintly sculptured statues hi the richly 
wrought Gothic niches of each pillar; — everything mas- 
sive anil lofty, yet iniiui:cly interesting when you look at 
it stone by stone. The Florentines, and the Romans loo, 
have obliterated, a; far as they could, all the interest of 
their inedin:val structures by covering them with stucco, 
so that they have quite lost iheir eharaolcr, and affect, the 
spectator with no revcreulial idea of age. Here the city 
is all overwritleu with black-letter, and the glad Italian 
aim makes the eifeet so much the stronger. 

We took a lodging, and afterwards J and I ram- 
bled about, anil went into the cathedral for a moment, 
and strayed also into the I'ia/./a del t'.'ampo, the great 
public square of Siena, 1 am not in the mood for further 
description of public places now, so shall say a word or 
two about the old palace in which wc have established 
ourselves. We have the second piano, and dwell amid 
faded grandeur, having for our saloon what seems to have 
been a ball-room. It. is ornamented with a great fresco 
in the centre of the vaulted ceiling, and others covering 
the sides of the apartment, and surrounded wi til arabesque 
frameworks, where Cupids gam hoi and chase one another. 
Tiie subjects of the frescos [ cannot make out, not that 
they are laded like <jiollo"s, for they are a? fresh as roses, 
and are done in an exceedingly workmanlike style ; but 
they are allegories of Fame and I'lenly and other matters, 
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ssu: 1 1 as i. could never uimi'rMaii;.!. ( >nr whole aceoiuioo- 
datiou is in similar si vie, — ■ spacious, magnificent, and 
mouldy. 

In tlie evening Miss S- ■ and I drove to the railway, 

and on the arrival of the train from Florence w watched 
with much eagerness (lie unhiding of tin; luggage-iao. 
At last the whole of our urn trunks and tiubandho* were 
produced, and finally my leather bag, in which was my 
journal and a manuscript, book containing my sketek of a 
romance. It gladdeued my very heart to see it, and I 
shall think the better of Tuscan promplifudc and accuracy 
for so quickly bringing if. back to me. (It was left be- 
hind, under one of the rail-carriage seats.) We find all 
the public: officials, whether of railway , police, or custom- 
house, extremely courteous and pleasant, (o encounter; 
they seem willing to take trouble and reluctant, to give it, 
and it is really a gratification to line! dial sue): civil peop'e 

will sometimes oblige you by taking a paul or two aside. 

(}:■/;!,■■',' 7i,!. — I. took several strolls about the oily 
yesterday, and find it searceh extensive enough to L-ei. 
lost in; and if we go far from the centre we soon come 
to silent si rents, with only here and there an individual ; 
and the inhabitants stare from their doors and windows 
at the stranger, and turn round to look at him after 
he has passed. The interest of the old town would 
soon lie exhausted for the traveller, but 1 Can conceive 
that a thoughtful and shy man might settle down here 
with tlie view of making the place a home, and spend 
many years in a sombre kind of happiness. I should 
prefer it to Florence as a residence, In it. it would be 
[i/iT'oh wjtliiiiif an independent, life in one's own mind. 

U and I walked out in the afternoon, and went 

into the J'ia//u del Campo, the principal place of the 
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city, and a very noble and peculiar one. It is much in 
the form of an amphitheatre, and tlie surface of the 

ground seems lo bo sligliiiv scooped out, so that it 
resembles flit shallow basin of a shell. It is thus a 
much better site; for an assemblage of the populnce tlian 
if it were a perfect level. A semicircle or truncated 
ellipse of stately and ancient edifices surround the piazza, 
with arches opening beneath Ilium, through which streets 
converge hitherward. One side of the piazza is a straight ■ 
line, and is occupied by the Palazzo Publico, which is a 
most noble and impressive Gothic structure. It has not 
the mass of the Palnzz:.> Veeebio al Florence, but is 
more striking. It has a long battlemented front, the 
central part of which rises eminent above the rest, in a 
great square balk, which is likewise crowned with battle- 
ments. This is much more picturesque than the one 
great block of stone into which the Palazzo Yeceliio is 
consolidated. At one exl remit j' of this long front of 
t!it; Palazzo Publico rises a tower, shooliug up its shaft 
high, high into the air, and bulging out there into a 
battlemented fortress, within which the tower, slenderer 
than before, climbs lo a still higher region. I do not 
know whether the summit of the tower is higher or so 
high as that of the Palazzo Vecchio ; but the length of 
the shaft, free of the edifice, is much greater, and so 
produces the more elevating effect, Tiie whole front of 

I lie Palazzo Public) is e\eecdingly venerable, with arched 
windows, (iitbie eLirvings, and all the old-time ornament; 
that betoken it to have stood a grenl. while, am! the gray 
strength that will hold it up at least as imioh longer. 
At one end of the facade, beneath the shadow of the 
tower, is a grand and beautiful porch, supported on 
si|u;ire pillars, within each of which is a niche containing 
a statue of meditsval sculpture. 
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Tk great Pia/za del Campo is tin: ninrkrf-placc of 
Siena. In the morning it was thronged with booths 

and stalls, especially of fruit and vegetable dealers ; but 
as ill Florence, thry melted away in the siinsliine- gradu- 
ally withdrawing themselves into the shadow thrown 
from llie Palazzo Publico. 

Ou the side opposite tlic palace is an antique fountain 
of marble, ornamented with lira statues and a scries of 
bas-relief? ; and it was so much admired in its day ilia! its 
sculptor received the name " Del Ponte." I am loath to 
leave the piazza and palate it il limit (hiding some word or 
two to suggest tiiE.il- aulupu; majesty, in the sunshine and 
the shadow; and how fit it seemed, notwithstanding 
their venerableuess, that there should be a busy crowd 
lilling up tli« great, hollow amphitheatre, and prying their 
fruil and lilllc merchandises, so that all the curved line of 
slately old edifices helped to reverberate the noise. The 
life of to-day, within the shell of a time past, is wonder- 
fully fascinating". 

Another point to which a stranger's footsteps are 
drawn by a kind of magnetism, so that he will be apt to 
find himself there as often as be strolls out. of bis hotel, 
is the cathedral. It stands in the highest part of the 
city, and almost, every street, runs into some oilier street 

whirr h meanders hithenvard. On our way thither, TJ 

and I came to a beautiful front of black and white mar- 
ble, in somewhat the same style as the cathedral; in 
fact, it was the baptistery, and should have made a part 
of it, .tceording to the original design, which contem- 
plated a siructure of vastly greater extent than this 
actual one. We entered the baptistery, and found the 
interior small, l.mf very rich in its clustered columns and 
intersecting arcbes, and its frescos, pictures, statues, and 
ornaments. .Moreover, a father and mother had brougoi. 
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their baby to be baptized, and the poor litilc thing, in 
its gay swaddling-clothes, boked just, lite what I bate 
seen in old pictures, and :i good deal like an Indian 
pappoose. It gave due litilc slcuiLrr squeak when the 
priest put the water mi its forehead, and then was quiet 

We now went round to the facade of the calliedrai. 
.... It is of black and white marble, with, I believe, 

ail intermixture of red and other colors; but time has 
toned t.liem down, so thai, white, black, and red do not 
contrast so strongly will] one another as they may have 
done live hundred years ago. The architecture is gen- 
erally of the pointed Gothic style, but there are likewise 
carved iirebes over the doors and windows, and a variety 
which does mil produce the cil'eet. of eon fusion, —a mag- 
nilkviit eccentricity, an exuberant hnaginalion flowering 
out iu stone. On high, iu the great peak of the front, 
and throwing its colored radiance inlo the nave within, 
there is a round window of immense circumference, the 
painlcd figures in which we eau see dimly from the out- 
side. But what I wish to express, and never can, is the 
inukiludhious richness of the ornamentation fit the froiil : 
the arches within arches, sculptured inch by inch, of the 
deep doorways; the stalues of saints, some making a 
hermitage of a niche, others standing forth; ( lie scores 
of busts, that look like faces of ancient people gating 
down out of the cathedral; the projecting shapes of 
stone lions, — I he thousand I'm—is of (hit hie fancy, w I dull 
seemed to soften the marble and express whatever it 
liked, and allow it to harden again to last forever. But 
my description seems like knocking oil' (he noses of some 
of the busts, the lingers and toes of Hie slalucs, the pro- 
jecting points of the architecture, jumbling them all up 
together, ami hinging them down upon the page. This 
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gives no idea of the truth, nor, least of all, can it shadow 
forth that solemn whole, mightily combined out of all 
three minute |iarl.ientars, ami suncl dying tlic entire space 
of ground over which tins lathed nil -front [lings ils shad- 
ow, or on which it reflects the sun. A lunjesiv and 
a minuteness, neither interfering with the other, each 
assisting the oilier; this is what I love in Got hie archi- 
tecture. We went in and walked about; hut I mean to 
go again before sketching I lie interior in my poor water- 

Odnhc.r Mh.~ On looking again at the Palazzo Pub- 
lico, 1 see that I he pillared portal which 1 have spoken of 
docs not cover an entrance to the palace, hut is a chapel, 
with an altar, and frescos above it. lionquets of fresh 
flowers arc on the altar, and a lamp bums, in all the 
daylight, before 1 he crucifix. The chapel is quite unen- 
closed, except by an openwork balustrade of marble, on 
which the carving looks very ancient. Nothing could he 
more convenient for the devotions or the crowd in the 
piazza, and no doubt the daily prayers offered at the 
shrine might be numbered by the thousand, — brief, but 
1 hope earnest, — like those glimpses [used to catch at 
the blue sky, revealing so much in an instant, while. I 
was toiling at Brook Pariu. Another picturesque thing 
about the Palazzo Publico is a great stone balcony 
quaintly wrought, about midway in the front and high 
abi't., with two arched windows opening into it. 

After another glimpse at the cathedral, too, I. realize 
how utterly 1 have failed in conveying the idea of its 
elaborate ornament, ils twisted and clustered pillars, and 
numberless devices of sculpture; nor did I menlion the 
venerable statues that, stand all round the summit of 
the edifice, relieved against the sky, — the highest of all 
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being one of the Saviour, on the topmost, peak of the 
front; nor the tall lower that, ascends from one side of 
tlir building, and is bnilr of layers of black and white 
marble piled one upon another in regular succession; 
nor the dome that, swells upward close beside this tower. 

Had the cathedral been constructed on the plan and 
dimensions at ties! contemplated, it would have been in- 
comparably majestic; the- finished portion, grand as it 
is, being only what was intended for a transept.. One 
of the walls of what was to have been the nave is still 
standing, and looks like a ruin, though, I believe, it 
lias been turned to account as the wall of a palace, (lie 
space of the never-completed nave being now a court or 
street. 

The whole family of us were kindly taken out yester- 
day, lo dine and spend the day at the Villa Belvedere 
with our friends .Mr. and .Mrs. Story. The vicinity of 
Siena is much more agreeable than that of Florence, 
being cooler, breezier, wilh more foliage and shrubbery 
both near at band and in the distance ; and the prospect., 
Mr. Story told us, embraces a diameter of about a hun- 
dred miles between hills north and south. The Villa 
.Belvedere, was built and owned by an Englishman now 
deceased, who has left it to his butler, and its lawns 
and shrubbery bate something English in their character, 
and there was almost a dampness in the grass, which 
really pleased me in this parched Italy. Within the 
house the walls are bung with hue old-fashioned engrav- 
ings from the pictures of fluinsbfu'ough. "West, and other 
Tinrrliii) painters. The I'lnglishmau, though he bad chosen 
to live and die in Italy, had evidently brought, his native 
tastes and peenliaril ies along wil.li him. Mr. Story thinks 
of buying (his villa : I do not know but I might be 
tempted to buy it myself if Siena were a practicable 



residence for the entire Year ; hut the winter here, with 
the bleak mountain-winds of a hundred miles round 
about blustering against it, must be terribly disagree- 
able. 

We spent a very pleasant day, turning over books or 
talking on the lawn, whence we" could behold scenes pic- 
turesque afar, and rich vineyard alimpscs near at haud. 
Mr. Story is the most variously accomplished and brill- 
iant person, the fullest of social life and fire, whom I 
ever met; and without seeming to make an effort, he 
kept us amused and entertained the whole day long; not 
wearisomely enteriiiined ncilher, as we should have been 
tf lie had not let his fountain play naturally. Siill, thoudi 
he bubbled and brimmed over with fun, lie left the im- 
pression on me that .... there is a pain and care, 
hied, it may be, out of the very richness of his gifis and 
abundance of his outward prosperity. Rich, in the prime 
of life, .... and children budding and blossoming 
around him as fairly as his heart eoidd wish, with spark- 
ling talents, — so many, that if he choose to neglect or 
ilhur away one, or two, or three, he would still have 
enough left, to shine with, — who should be- happy if not 
he? ... . 

Towards sunset we all walked out into the podere, 
pausing a litlle while to look down info a well that stands 
on the verge of the lawn. Within the spacious circle of 
its stone curb was an abundant growth of maidenhair, 
forming a perfect wreath of thickly clustering leaves quite 
round, and trailing its tendrils downward to the water 
which gleamed beneath. It. Has a very pretty sight. Mr. 
Story bent over the well ami uttered deep, musical tones, 
which were reverberated from the hollow depths wiib 
wonderful effect, as if a spirit dwelt, wifhin there, and 
(unlike the spirits that speak through mediums) sent him 
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bai'k responses even pnifonnder ami more melodious 
than the tones that awakened them. Sucli si responsiie 
well as this might have been taken for an oracle in old 
days. 

We wont along paths that led from one vineyard to 
anolher, and which might have led us fur miles across 
tlit: country. The grapes had been partly gathered, bin 
"til! there were many purple or white flusters hanging 
heavily Un (he vines. "YVe passed cottage doors, and saw 
groups of eonladini and couludnie in their festal attire, 
and they sainted us graciously; but it. was observable 
that one of the men generally lingered on uur track to 
sec that nu grapes were stolen, for there were a good 
many youna: people and children in our train, not only 
our own, but some from a neigboring villa. These Ital- 
ian peasants are a kindly race, but, I doubt, not very hos- 
pitable of grape or fig. 

There was a beautiful sunset, and by the time we 
readied l.be bouse again the Comet was silrcudy visible 
amid the unextinguished glow of daylight. A Mr. and 
Mrs. B — — , Scotch people from the next villa, had 
come to see the litorys, and we sat till tea-time reading, 
talking, William Slory drawing caricatures for his chil- 
dren's amusement and nurs, and all of us sometimes get- 

i in;.- n p to 1 1 .()'■; iit tl:e t it, vvliieli 1 1 !;/.i(] brighter a lid 

brighter till it went down into the mists of the horizon. 
Among the caricatures was one of a Presidential candi- 
date, evidently a man of very maEeable principles, and 
likely to succeed. 

Late in the evening (too late for little Rosebud) we 
drove homeward. The streets of old Siena looked very 
grim at night, and it seemed like gazing into caverns 
to glimpse down some of the side streets as we passed, 
with a light burning dimly at the eud of them. It was 
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after ten when we readied Lome, and climbed up our 

gloomy staircase, lighted by tin; glimmer of some wax 
woccvli which I had in my pocket. 

O'iobt' j//i.--l have been (wo or three times into 
llir cathedral; .... the whole interior is of marble, in 
alternate lilies of black and while, each layer being about, 
eight inches in width and extending horizontally. It 
looks very curiously, and might remind the spectator of 
a stuff with horizontal stripes. Nevertheless, the eit'eet 
is exceedingly rieli, these alternate lines stretching away 
along the walls and round the clustered pillars, seen 
aloft, ami through the arches: everywhere, Ibis Inlay of 
black and white. Every sort of ornament that could be 
thought of seems to have been crammed into the cathe- 
dral in one place or another: gilding, frescos, pictures; 
a roof of blue, spangled villi gulden stars ; a magnificent 
wheel- window of old painted glass over the entrance, and 
another at the opposite end of the cathedral ; statues, 
some of marble, others of gilded bronze; pulpits of 
carved marble; a gilded organ; a cornice of marble 
busts of the popes, extending round the entire church ; 
a pavement, covered all over with a strange kinil of 
mosaic work in various marbles, wrought into marble 
pictures of sacred subjecls; immense clustered pillars 
supporting ihe round arches that divide the nave from 
the side aisles ; a clerc-story of windows within pointed 
arches ; — it seemed as if the spectator were reading an 
antique volume written in black -letter of a small charac- 
ter, but conveying a high utnl solemn meaning. I can 
find no way of expressing its effect on me, so quaint 
and venerable as 1 feel this cathedral to be in its im- 
mensity of striped waistcoat, now dingy with five centu- 
ries of wear. I ought not to say anything that might 
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detract from lie grandeur and sanetily of the blessed 
edifice, for these attributes are really uninjured by any 
of the Gothic oddities which I have hinted at. 

Wc went this morning to the Institute of the Pine 
Arts, which is interesting as containing a series of the 
works of the Siene^c painters from a dates purlin- Hum 
II iiil. of Cimabuc. Tlicre is a dispute, 1 believe, between 
Florence and Siena as to which city may claim the 
credit, of having originated the modern art of painting 
The Florentines put forward Gisnulnni as (he first artist, 
lint iis the Siene.se prod nee ;i picture, by Gniilo ila Siena. 
d:\1ed before the birth of Ciniabue, the victory is de- 
cidedly with tlii'iti. As to pictorial merit, to my taste 
there is none in either of these old painters, nor in any 
of their successors for a long time afterwards. At the 
Institute there are several rooms hung with early pro- 
ductions of the Sxnese school, painted before the inven- 
tion of oil -colors, on wood shaped into Gothic altar- 
pieces. Th:: backgrounds -tr ill retain a be<!i ed splendor 

of gilding. There is a plentiful use of red, and I can 
conceive that the pictures must have shed an illumina- 
tion through the churches where they were displayed. 
There is often, too, a minute care bestowed on the 
faces in the pielures, and sometimes a very strong ex- 
pression, stronger than modern artists get, and it is 
very strange how tliey attained this merit while they 
were so inconceivably rude hi other respects. It is 
remarkable that all the early faces of the Madonna are 
csueeia'-ly stupid, and all of the same type, a sort of 
face such as one might, carve on a pumpkin, representing 
a heavy, sulky, phlegmatic woman, with a long and low 
arch of the nose. This same dull face continues to be 
assigned to the Madonna, even when (he countenances 
of the surrounding saints and angels are character;;; d 
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with power and beauty, so that I think there must have 
been some portrait of this sacred personage reckoned 
authentic, which the early jinintot-s followed am! relig- 
iously repeated. 

At last we came to a picture by Soiloma, I lie most 
illustrious representative of the Siencse school. It was 
a fresco; Christ bound to the pillar, after having been 
scourged. I do believe that painting has never done 
nnyl liing better, so far as expression is coiieenied, than 
this figure. In all these generations since it was painted 
it must have softened thousands of hearts, drawn down 
rivers of tears, been more effectual than a million of 
sermons. Really, it is a thing to stand and weep at. 
No other painter has done anything liiat can deserve to 
be compared to thU. 

There are some other pictures by Sodomu. among 
them a Judith, very noble and admirable, and full of a 
profound sorrow for the deed which she has felt it her 

Jqni.l/i Nsra, Ortobrr 'jfh.- Our hnlghigs in Siena 
had been taken only for five days, as they were already 
engaged after that period; so yesterday we returned to 
onr old quarters at the Black Eagle. 

In the forenoon J and I went out of one of the 

gales (the road from it leads to Florence) and had a 
pleasant country walk. Our way wound downward, 
round the hill on which Siena stands, and gave us 
views of the Duonio anil ils campanile, seemingly pretty 
near, after we had walked long enough to be quite 
remote from them. Sitting awhile on the parapet of 
a bridge, I saw a laborer chopping the branches oil' a 
poplar-tree which lie had felled; and, when it was 
trimmed, he took up the large trunk on one of his 
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slumbers and carried il olT, seemingly with ease. He 
did not- look like a particularly robust man; but I have 
never scon such an hereuican lV;it attempted by an Eng- 
lishman or American. It lias frequently struck me that 
the Italians arc able I.q put forth a great ileal of strength 
in such insulated efforts as this; hut I have been told 
that they arc less capable of continued endurance and 
hardship than our own race. I do not know wliy it 
should be so, ftxc.spt that I presume their food is less 
strong than ours. There was no other re mark able- 
incident in our walk, which lay chiefly through gorges 
of the hills, winding beneath high cliffs of the brown 
Siena earth, with many pretty scenes of nival landscape ; 
vineyards everywhere, and olive-trees; a mill on its 
little stream, over which (here was an old stone bridge, 
with a graceful areli ; farm-houses; a villa or two ; sub- 
terranean passages, passing from the roadside through 
l.hi! high banks into the vineyards. At last we turned 
aside into a road which led us pretty directly to another 
gate of the city, and climbed steeply upward among tan- 
neries, where the young men went about with their well- 
shaped legs bare, their trousers being tucked up till (hey 
were strictly breeches and mulling else. The campanile 
Stood high above us; and by and by, and very soon, 
indeed, the sleep ascent of Ihe street brought ua into the 
neighborhood of the l':a//.a del Cauipo, and of our own 

hotel From about twelve o'clock till one, I sat 

at. my chain be;- window n ate him; the specimens of human 
life as displayed in the Pia/.za Tolomet. Here follow 
several pages of moving objects. | .... Of course, a 
multitude of other people passed by, hut (be enriousness 
of the catalogue is the prevalence of (he martial and 
religious elements. The general costume of the inhabi- 
tants is frocks or sacks, loosely made, ami rather s'uibby : 
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ofl.cn, shirt -sleeves ; or the coal, hung over one shoulder. 
They wear felt hats and straw. People of respecta- 
bility seem to prefer o\l,uder hats, either lil;u:k or drab, 
and broadelol'b I'rock-coat.j in tin: French fashion; but, 
like the rest, they look a little shabby. Almost all the 
women wear shawls. Ladies in swelling petticoats, and 
with fans, some of which are highly gilded, appear. 
The people generally are not tall, but have a sufficient 
breadth of shoulder; in completion, similar to Aaieri- 
eaus; bearded, universally. The vehicle used for driving 
is a lil.ile gig without a top; but these are seldom seen, 
and still less frequently a cab or other carriages. The 
gait of the people has not the energy of business or 
decided purpose. Everybody appears to lounge, and to 
have time for a moment's chat, and a disposition to rest, 

After dinner 1 walked out of another gate of the city, 
and wandered airn»ig Mi:ne pleasant- coiu.tiy lanes, bor- 
dered with hedges, and wearing an English aspect; at 
least, I could fancy so. The vicinity of tiicuu is delight- 
ful to walk about in; there being a verdant outlook, a 
wide prosped of purple luouulains, tliotigli no such level 
valley as the Val d' Amo ; and the city stands so high 
lliat ils towers and domes are seen mure picturesquely 
from many points than Ihose of Florence can be. Neither 
is tlie pedestrian so cruelly shut into narrow lanes, be- 
tween high stone-walls, over which he cannot get a 
glimpse of landscape. As I. walked by the hedges yes- 
terday 1 could have fancied that the olive-trunks were 
those of apple-trees, and that I was in one or other of 
the two lauds that I love belter than Italy. But the 
great white villas and the farm-houses were unlike any.. 
ihing 1 have seen elsewhere, or that 1 should uisli to see 
again, though proper enough to Italy. 
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October QtA. — Thursday forenoon, 8t!i, we went to 
see the Palazzo Publico. There are some fine old halls 
and chapels, adorned wild ancient frescos and pictures, 
of which I remember a jiict Lire of llir: Virgin by Sodoma, 
v i": i-y l.nvini ifu'. ami other line ]>it'f urcs by 1.1 it; same mas- 
ter. The architecture of these old rooms is grand, the 
roofs Ileitis supported liv ponderous a relies, which are 
covered wit.li frescos, still magnificent, though faded, 
darkened, and defaced. We likewise, saw an antique 
casket of wood, enriched willi gilding, which had once 
contained an arm of John I he "Baptist, — so the custode 
told us. One of tiie halls was hung with the portrails of 
ciirhi popes anil nearly forty cardinals, who were natives 
of Siena. I have done hardly any other sight-seeing 
except, a d:iily visit to the cathedral, which [ admire and 
love the more the oftener 1 go thither. Its striped pe- 
culiarity ceases entirely to interfere with the grandeur 
and venerable beauty of lis impression ; and I am never 
weary of ga/.ing through the vista of its arches, and not- 
ing continually something thai I had not seen before in 
its exuberant adornment. The pavement alone is inex- 
haustible, being covered all over with (inures of lifc-si/e 
or large i', wliieh look like immense engravings of Gothic 
or Scriptural scenes. There is Absalom hanging by bis 
hair, and Joab slaying him with a spear. There is Sam- 
sou belaboring the Philistines with the jawbone of an 
nss. There are armed knights in the tumult of battle, 
all wrought with wonderful expression. The figures are 
in white marble, inlaid with darker stone, and the shad- 
ing is od'eeteil by means of en ir raved lines in the marble, 
filled in with blaek. It would be possible, perhaps, to 
print, impressions from some of these vast plates, for the 
process of cutting the lines was an exact anticipation 
of the modern art of engraving. However, the same 
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tiling was done — and 1 suppose at: about the same 
period— on monumental brasses, and I liave seen im- 
pressions (iv rubbings from those fur sale in the obi Ibig- 
lisli churches. 

yesterday morning, in llic cathedral, I watched a wo- 
man at confession, bring curious lo see bow long it 
would take ber to tell her sins, the growth of a week 
perhaps. I know not how long the had been confessing 
when I first observed iter, but nearly an hour passed 
before, the priest eanie suddenly from the oonles.-ional, 
looking weary and moist will] perspiration, and took his 
way out of the cathedral. The woman was left on her 
knees. This morning I watched another woman, and 
she loo was very long about it. and I could see the (bee 
of the priest behind the curtain of ibe confessional, 
scarcely inclining his ear lo the perforated tin through 
which the penitent communicated her outpourings. It 
must be very tedious to iisien, day after day, lo the nihitite 
and commonplace iniquities oi the multitude of penitents, 
and it cannot he often that Ihese are redeemed by the 
treasure-! rove of a great mil. IS lieu her conn ssioii was 
over the woman emnc and sat down on I lie same bench 
with me, where her broad -brimmed straw bat was lying. 
She seemed to be a country woman, with a simple, ma- 
tronly face, which was solemnized mid softened with the 
com fori. thai, the bad obtained by disburdening herself of 
the soil of worldly frailties and receiving absolution. An 
old woman, who hamris the eat hen r;;', wtuspored to ber, 
and she went and knelt down where a procession of 
priests were to pass, and (hen the old lady begged a cru- 
zia or me, and got a half-paid. It almost, invariably bap- 
pens, in church or cathedral, Ibat beggars address (heir 
prayers to the heretic visitor, and probably with more 
unction than to the Virgin or saints. However, I have 
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nothing to say against the sincerity of this people's devo- 
lion. They give all the proof of il that a mere spectator 
can estimate. 

Lust evening wo all went out to sec the comet, which 
then reached its climax of lustre. It was like a lolly 
plume of lire, and grew very brilliant as the night dark- 

Octohsr 10/A. — Tliis morning, too, we went to the 
cathedral, and sat Ions listening to tlie music of the 

organ and voices, and witnessing rites and Ceremonies 
which are far older than even the ancient edifice where 
they were exhibited. A good tmuiy people wore present, 
siding, kneeling, or walking about, — a freedom that 
contrasts very agreeably wit.li t.he grim formalilies of 
thii'lish churches and our own meeting-houses. Many 
persons were in their best attire; but others came in, 
witli unabashed simplicity, in their old garments of labor, 
sunburnt women from their toil among the vines and 
olives. One old peasant I noticed with his withered 
shanks in luri-rh-.'- and blue yarn stockings. The people 
of whatever class are wonderfully tolerant of heretics, 
never manifesting any displeasure or annoyance, though 
they must see that we are drawn thither by eunosiiy 
alone, and merely pry while they pray. 1 heartily wish 
the priests were better men, and that human nature, di- 
vinely influenced, could lie depended upon for a constant 
supply anil succession of good anil pure ministers, their 
religion has so man; admirable points. And then it is a 
sad pity (hat. this noble and beautiful cathedral should be 
a mere fossil shell, out of which l.he life has died long 
ago. But for many a year yet to come the tapers will 
bum before the high altar, the Host will be elevated, the 
incense diffuse i'.s fragrance, the confessionals be open to 
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receive the pcuilent.s. I saw a. father entering with two 
little bits of boys, just big enough to toddle along, hold- 
ing his band on either side. The father dipped bib linger 
into the marble font of liolv waler, — which, on its ped- 
estals, was two or three times as high as those small 
Christians, --and wetted a band of each, and taught 
them how to cross themselves. When they come to be 
men it will he impossible to convince those children that 
there is no efficacy in holy water, without plucking up all 
religious faith and sentiment by the roots. Generally, I. 
suspect, when people throw oil' the faith they were bom 
in, the best soil of their hearts is apt to eliog to its roots. 

liaised several feet above the pavemeni, agaoist eery 
clustered pillar along (he nave of the cathedral, is planed 
a statue of Gothic sculpture. In various places are sil ■ 
ting statues of popes of Sicneso nativity, all of whom, I 
believe, have a hand raised in the act of blessing. Shrines 
and chapels, set in grand, heavy frames of pillared archi- 
tecture, stand all along the aisles and transepts, and these 
seem in many instances to have been built and enriched 
by noble families, whose arms are sculptured on the ped- 
estals of the pillars, sometimes with a cardinal's hat above 
to denote the rank of one of its members. How much 
pride, love, and reverence in I lie lapse of ages must have 
clung to the sharp points of all this sculpture and archi- 
tecture! The cathedral is a religion in itself, — some- 
thing worth dying for to those who have an hereditary 
interest in it. In the pavement, yesterday, f noticed the 
gravestone of a person who fell six. centuries ago in the 
battle of Monte Aperto, and was buried here by public 
decree as a meed of valor. 

This afternoon I took a walk out of one of the city 
gales, and found the country about Siena as beautiful in 
this direction as in all others. [ came to a little slreain 
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flowing over into a pebbly lied, and collecting itself into 
pools, with a scanty rivulet, between. Its g!eu was deep, 
and was crossed by a bridge of several lofty and narrow 
arches like loose of a (tomim aqueduct. It is a modem 
structure, however, h'arlhi:i- on, as I wound round along 
the base of a hill which I'ell down upon the mad bv pre- 
cipitous el ill's of brown earth, I saw a gray, ruined wall 
on the .summit, surrounded with cypress-l rees. This tree 
is very 1'reqnent about Siena, and I he scenery is made soft 
and beautiful by a variety of oilier trees and slirubliery, 
without wliieli these bills and gorges would have scarcely 
a charm. The road was thronged with country people, 
mostly women and children, who had been spending f be 
feast-day in Siena; and parties of buys were chasing one 
another through the fields, pretty notch as boys do in 
New .Kuglaml of a Sunday, but the Sienese. lads had not 
the sense of Sidibnih-brcakiug like our boys. Sunday 
with these people is like any oilier feast-day, and conse- 
crated to cheerful enjovmeid. So much religious observ- 
ance, as regards outward forms, is diffused through the 
whole week that they have no need lo iutensifv tin: Sun- 
bath except by making it gladden the other days. 

Returning through Ihe same gale by which I bad eome 
out. [ ascended into the city by a long and steep street, 
which was paved with bricks set edgewise. This pave- 
ment is common in many of the streets, which, being ton 
steep for horses and carriages, are meant only to sustain 
the lighter tread of mules and asses. The more level 
streets are paved with broad, smooth flag-stones, like 
those of Florence, — a fashion which I heartily regret lo 
change for (he lrtle penitential blocks of Rome. The 
walls of Siena in their present, si ale, and so far as I have 
seen them, are chiefly brick ; kit there are intermingled 
fragments of ancient slone-ii'ork, and I wonder why the 
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latter doe;; not (ire vail more largely. The "Roman?, how- 
ever, — and Siena luid Woman characteristics,— always 
likwl u> build of brick, a taste tliat 1ms made their ruins 
(now that the marble slab? are torn off) much less grand 
than tlicj ought to have been. 1 am grateful to the old 
eiienese for having used stone so largely in llieir domes! ic 
io'chitceture, iind thereby rendered their citv so grim.lv 
picturesque, with if? black palaces frowning upon one 
another from arched windows, across narrow streets, to 
the height, of six atom's, like opposite ranks of tall men 
looking sternly into one another's eyes. 

October \\th. — Again I went to the cathedral this 
morning, and spout an hour listening to the music and 
looking through the orderly intricacies of the arches, 
where many vistas open away among the columns of the 
choir. There are five clustered columns on each side of 
the nave; then under the dome there arc two more 
iirehes, not in a straight line, bid forming the segment of 
tt circle; and beyond the circle of the dome there are four 
more arches, extending to the extremity of the chancel 
I should have said, instead of "clustered columns" as 
above, that there are live arches along the nave supported 
by columns. This cathedral ha~ certainly bewitched mo, 
to write about, it so niueli, effecting nothing with my 
pains. I should judge the width of each arch to be about 
twenty feet, and the thickness of each clustered pillar is 
eight, or ten more, and the length of the eulire building 
may be between two and three hundred feet; not very 
large, certainly, but it makes an impression of grandeur 
independent of size 

I never shall succeed even in reminding myself of the 
venerable magnificence of this minster, with its arches, 
its columns, its cornice of popes' heads, its great, wheel- 



by Google 



168 FRENCH AND ITALIAN NOTE-BOOKS. [185S. 

windows, its manifold ornament, all combining in. one 
vast cll'oct, thcujyh many men have labored illtdviduady, 
and through a Jong course of lime, to produce tilis mul- 
tifarious handiwork and keadwork. 

I now took a walk out of tbe city. A road turned im- 
medialcly to tbe loft as 1 emerged from llio city, and soon 
proved to be a rustic lane loading past several villas and 
farm-houses. It was a very pleasant walk, with vine- 
yards and olive-orchards on caeh snle, and now avid then 
glimpses of tbe lowers ami sombre heaped -up palaces of 
Siena, and now a rural seclusion again ; for tin: bills rise 
and the valleys fall like the swell and subsidence of the 
sea after a gale, so that. Siena may he quite hidden within 
a quarter of a mile of its wall, or may be visible, I doubt 
liol, twenty miles away. It is a fine old town, with every 
promise of health and vigor in its atmosphere, and really, 
if ! could take root anywhere, J. know not. but. it could as 
well he here as in another place. It would only be a 
kind of despair, however, that would ever make me dream 
of finding a home in Italy; a sense that I had lost my 
country through absence or incongruity, and that earth 
is not an abiding- place. I wonder that we Americans 
love our country at all, it having no limits and no one- 
ness ; and when you try to make it a matter of the hearl, 
everything falls away except one's nalivo State; neither 
can you ser/e hold of that unless you (ear it out of flic 
Union, bleeding and quivering, let unquestionably, we 
tlo stand by cm* national Hag as stoutly as any people in 
the world, and 1 myself have fell, the hearl throb at sight 
of it. as sensibly as oilier men. I think the singularity of 
our form of government contributes to give US a kind 
of patriotism, by separating us from other nations more 
entirely. If other nations had similar institutions, — if 
England, cspeckily, were a democracy, — we should as 
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As for me, I can but try to preserve some memorial of 

this beautiful cdiiir.e in ili-tlniug words that never hit lie 
mark. Tliis morning visit -was not my final one, for I 
went again after dinner and walked quite round tlic whole 
interior. I think I have not yet mentioned the rich carv- 
ings of the old oaken seals found the choir, and tlie curi- 
ous mosaic of lighter and darker woods, by wliieh figures 
and landscapes arc skilfully represented on the backs of 
some of the stalls. The process seems to be the same as 
the. inlaying nnd engraving of the pavement, the material 
ill one case being marble, in the oilier wood. The only 
other thing that I particularly noticed was, that in the 
fouls of holy water at (In: front cul raiice, marble tisil are 
sculpl.il red in. the depths of the basin, and eels and shell- 
fish crawling round Ihe brim. Have I spoken of the 
sumptuous carving of the capitals of the columns? At 
any rale I have left a ihonsiu.d biMilies without a word. 
Here I drop the subject. As I took my parting glance 
Hie cathedral had a gleam of golden sunshine in its far 
depths, and it seemed in widen and deepen itself, as if to 
convince me of my error in saying, yesterday, that it is 
not very large. I wonder how J could say it.. 

After taking leave of the cathedral, I found my way 
out. of another of the city gates, and soon turned aside 

into a green lane Soon the lane passed through 

a hamlet consisting of a few farm-houses, the shabbiest 
and dreariest that can be conceived, ancient, and ugly, 
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find dilapidated, with Imu-^-ated windows below, and 
heavy wooden shutters on tlic windows above, — high, 
ruinous walls shutting in the courts, and ponderous 
gates, one of which was off its hinges. Tin.' farm-yards 
wen: period pictures of disarray ami slovenly adminis- 
tration of home affairs. Oily one of these houses hud 
a door opening on the road, and llial. was tins meanest in 
the- hamlet. A flight of narrow stone stairs amended 
from the threshold to the second story. All these houses 
were specimens of a rude antiquity, built of brick and 
stone, with the marks of arched doors and windows 
where a subsequent general ion h;td shut up the lights, 
or the accesses which ihe original builders bad opened. 
Humble as these dwellings are, -though large and high 
compared will) rural residences in other countries,— 
they may very probably date back to the tones when 
Siena was a warlike republic, and when every house in 
its neighborhood had need to be a fortress. T suppose, 
however, prowling bandut.i were ihe only enemies against 
whom a defence would be attempted. What lives must 
now be lived there, — in bcast.lv ignorance, mental slug- 
gishness, hard toil for little profit, filth, and a horrible 
discomfort of fleas; for if the palaces of Italy are over- 
run with thssc pests, what must the country hovels 
be! ... . 

We are now all ready for a start to-morrow. 



RADICOFANI. 

Qrfoher V.\t/i. -■ We arranged lo be<.-in our journey at 

six It was a chill, lowering morning, and the 

rain blew a little in our faces before we had ironc far, but 
diil not continue long. The country soon lost the pleas- 
ant aspect which it wears immediately about Siena, and 
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grew very barren and dreary. Then ii chauncd aaaiti 
J'or the belter, the road leading us t Ii rough a forl.ihl y oi 
vinos and olives, sifter which (In.: dreary at:d barren ] i ills 
name hack again, anil formed our prospect throughout 
most of Hie day. We stopped for our dririini-r « lafutw- 
chHfe at a In tic old town called San Quirico, which wo en- 
tered throiii;li a ruined gateway, the town lining entirely 
surrounded by its ancient wall. This wall is far more 
picturesque than tliat. of Siena, being lofty and built of 
stone, with a machicolation of arches running quite round 
its top, like a cornice. It has little more than a single 
.Street, perhaps a quarter of a mile long, narrow, paved 
with flag-stones in the Florentine fashion, and lined with 
two rows of tall, rust; stone houses, without a gap be- 
tween (hern from end to end. The cafes ucre numerous 
in relation to the size of the town, and there were two 
taverns, — our own, the l.'lnglc, being doubtless Hie best, 
and having three arched cut ranees in its front. Of these, 
the middle one led to the guos's' apartments, the one on 
the right to the barn, and that on the left to the stable, 
so that, as is usual in Italian inns, the whole establish- 
ment was under one roof. We were shown into a brick- 
paved room on the first floor, adorned with a funny 
fresco of Aurora on the ceiling, and with some colored 

prints, both religious and profane 

As we drove into the town we noticed a Gothic church 
with two doors of peculiar architecture, and while our 
ih'jemie.r was being prepared we went to see it. The 
interior had little that was remarkable, for it had been 
repaired early in the last century, and spoilt of course ; 
but an old triptych is still banging in si chapel beside the 
high altar. Tt is painted on wood, and dates back beyond 
the invention of oil-paiuling, and represents (he Virgin 
and some saints sold angels. Neither is the exterior of 
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tlie church particularly interesting, with the exception 
of the carving eh id ornaments »f two of t lie doors. Both 
of them have round arches, deep and curiously wrought, 
and tin: pillars of ouo of tJio two are formed of a peculiar 
knot or twine in stone-work, such as I cannot well de- 
scribe, but it is both ingenious and simple. Those pillars 
rest on two nondescript animals, which look as muoh like 
walruses as anything else. The pillars of llie other door 
consist of two figures supporting the capitals, and them- 
selves standing on two handsomely carvod lions. The 
work is curious, anil evidently very aueient, and tbo 
material a red freestone. 

AIilt lunch, J and I took a walk out of (ho gate 

of the town opposite to that of our entrance. There 
were no soldiers on guard, as at city jat.es of more im- 
portance; nor do I think that there is really any gate 
to shut, but the massive stone gateway still stands entire 
over the. empty aroh. Looking back after we had passed 
through, I observed that the lofty upper story is con- 
verted iu to a dove-cot, and that pumpkins were put to 
ripen in some open chambers at one side. 'We passed 
near the base of a tall, square tower, which is said to 
be of Roman origin. The little town is hi the midst of 
a barren region, hat its immediate neighborhood is fer- 
tile, and an olive-orchard, venerable of aspect, lay on the 
oilier side of the pleasant '.:ivs.: with ils I'.iiglish hedges, 
and olive-trees grew likewise along the base of the city 
wall. The arched machieolal ions, which I have before 
mentioned, were here and t.liere interrupted by a house 
which was built upon the old wall or incorporated into 
i'. ; and. from the windows of one of tliein J. saw cars of 
Indian corn hung out to ripen in the sun, and some- 
body was winnowing grain at a little door that opened 
through the wall. It was very pleasant, to see the ancient 
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warlike rampart liii!.- nyctvi'ine with rustic peace. The 
ruined gateway is partly overgrown wit.li ivy. 

Returning In our mn. along tiie street, we saw- 

sketching one of tin: doors ot' the Golhio church, in llie 
midst of a crowd of the good people of Sm Quirico, who 
made no scruple to look over her shoulder, pressing so 
tinsel; ;is hardly io allow lier elbow -room. I must own 
that I was loo cowardly to come forward and take my 
share of this public notice, so I turned away to the inn 
and there awaited her coining. Indeed, she lias seldom 
attempted to sketch without finding herself the nucleus 
et a wrong. 



Tie Slack Eagle, October UtL — Perhaps I had 

something more to say of San Quirico, but I shall 
merely add that there is a stately old palace of the 

I'icoolomiui close Io the church above deserihed. It 
is built in the slyle or the Roman palaces, and looked 
almost large enough lo be one of them. Nevertheless, 
ihe basement story, or pari of it, seems l.o be used as a 
barn and stable, for 1 saw a yoke of oxen in the en- 
Irance. I cannot but, mention a most wretched learn of 
veltura-hnrses which stopped at the door of our albcvgu : 
poor, lean, downcast creatures, wilh deep furrows be- 
iviwii IIiot Tiii.i ; >;■:■!}}.■;■!)!,• Wiii skm ,W b», i;i sSm»+, 
and not even so much skin as they should have had, for 
it. was partially worn oil' from their hacks. The harness 
was fastened with ropes, [.lie traces and reins were 
ropes; (he carriage was old and shabby, and out of this 
miserable utnJpagc llaiv a.-idiled an ancient gentleman 
and lady, whom our waiter affirmed to he the Prefect of 
Florence mid bis wife. 

We left San Quirico at two o'clock, and followed an 
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ascending road till wc got into the region above ttie 
clouds; (lie land.-eape was very wide, but very dreary 
and barren, and grew mure ami more so till we began to 
climb the mountain of Radicofani, the peak of which had 

been blackening itself on iIlc horizon almost the whole 
day. When wc had come into a- pretty high region we 

were assailed by a real mountain tempest of wind, rain, 
and bail, which pelted down upon us in good earnest, and 
cooled the air a little below comfort. As we toiled up 
(lie mountain its upper region presented a very striking 
aspcel, looking as if a precipice had been smoothed and 
squared for the purpose oi' rendering the old castle On ils 
summit more inaccessible than it was by nature. This is 
the castle of the robber-Liigbl, Glutei di Taooo, whom 
Itoce.irolo introduces Into ihe Decameron. A freebooter 
of those days must have set a higher value on such a 
rock as (his lha.11 if it had been one mass of diamond, for 
no art of mediaeval Marfan; could endanger him in such a 
fortress. Drawing yet nearer, we found (be hillside im- 
mediately above us strewn with thousands upon thou- 
sands of great fragments of stone. It looked as if some 
great ruin had taken place there, only it was too vast a 
ruin to have been the dismemberment and dissolution of 
anything made by man. 

Wc could now see the castle on the- height pretty dis- 
tinctly. It seemed to impend over the precipice ; and 
close to the base of the latter we- saw the street, of a town 
on as strange and inconvenient a foundation as ever cue 
was built U|i:m. I suppose (be inhabitants of the village 
were dependants of (he old knight of the castle; his 
brotherhood of robber-, as thev married tu.d had families, 
settled there under'fbe shelter of the eagle's nest. But 
the singularity is. how a community of people have con- 
trived to live ami perpetuate (iumiselves .so far out of the 
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reach of the world's help, ami seemhislv with no moans 
oi assisting in the world's labor. I. cannot imagine Ikjsv 
they employ tbemselv-es ['xoi-jht in begging, and even that 
bi-Hiicli of industry appears to be It ft to the old women 
and the children. Ko house was ever Iiuili in this im- 
mediate neighborhood tor any such natural purpose as 
induces people l.o build them on oilier rites. Even our 
hotel, at- which wo now arrived, could not be said to he a 
natural growth of the soil ; it had originally been a whim 
of one of the Grand .Dukes of Tuscany, — a hunting-pal- 
ace, — intended tor habitation oniv during a few weeks 
of I lie year. Of all dreary hotels I ever alighted at, nie- 
lliinks this is (lie most so; hut on first arriving I merely 
followed Hie waller to look at our rooms, across stone- 
paved basement -hulls dismal as Etruscan tombs; up dim 
staircases, and along shivering corridors, all of stone, 
stone, stone, nothing hut cold stone, Afler glancing at 
these pleasant accommodations, my wife and I, with 

J , set out (o ascend (In bill and visit the town of 

Radicofani, 

It is not more than a quarter of a mile above our 
hotel, and is accessible by a good piece of road, (hough 
very .sleep. As we approached the town, we were as- 
sailed by some little beggars; but this is the case ail 
tli rough TJiilv. in city or solitude, and I think (he mendi- 
cants of Radicofani are fewer than ils proportion. We 
had not got far towards the village, when, looking hack 
over the scene of many miles that lay stretched beneath 
us, we saw a heavy shower apparently (ravelling straight 
towards us over hill and dale. It seemed inevitable that. 
it should soon he upon us, so I persuaded my wife to 

return to the hotel ; but J and 1 kept onward, being 

determined to see liadieofani with or without a drench- 
ing. We soon entered the street; the blackest, ugliest, 
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rudest <il:i 5-rert, 1 do helieie. 'iiar. ever human life in- 
crusted itself with. The first portion of it. is the over- 
brimming of the town in generations subsequent to that 
in which it was surrounded by a wall ; but after going a 
little way we name io a high, square tower planted right 
across Uie way, with an arched gateway in its basement 
story, so that it looked like a great short -legged giant 
si rilling over the street, of ltadioofani. 'Within the gale- 
way is the proper and original town, though indeed the 
portion outside of the gale is as densely populated, a? 
ugly, and as ancient, as that within. 

The street, was very narrow, and paved with (lag-stones 
not quite no smooth as those oi Florence ; the houses are 
tall enough to be stalely, if they were not so inconceiv- 
ably dingy and shabby ; but, with their half-dozen stories, 
they make only the impression of hovel piled upon hovel, 
— squalor immortalized in undeeaying stone. It was 
now gelling far into the t.whighl, and 1 could not distin- 
guish the particularities of the little town, except that 
there were shops, a cafe or two, and as many churches, 
all dusky with age, crowded closely together, inconven- 
ient,, stilled too, in spite of the breadth and freedom of 
the mountain atmosphere outside the scanty precincts of 
the street. It was a dealh-in-lifc little place, a fossilized 
place, and yet the street was thronged, and had all the 
bustle of a city; even more noise than a city's street, 
because everybody in Kadicoi'aui knows everybody, and 
probably gossij is iviili everybody, being cvervbod^s blood 
relation, as they cannot fall to have become after ilicy and 
their forefathers have been shut up together within the 
narrow walls for many hundred years. They looked 

round briskly at J and me, but were eourteous, as 

l:a:i;t;is aiwaYH are, and made wa\ for us to pass through 
the throng, as we kept, on still ascending the sleep street. 
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It took us nut a few minutes to reach tin: still sleeper 
ami winding pathway which climbs lo wards the old 

After ascending above The village, the path, though 

still paved, becomes very rough, as if the hoofs of Ghino 
di Taeco's rubber cavalry had displaced the stones and 
.they had never been readjusted. On every side, too, 
except nhere the path just linds space enough, there is 
an enormous rubbish oi huge si.ones, which seems to have 
fallen from ihe precipice above, or else to have rained 
down out of the sky. We kept on, and by and by 
reached what seemed to have been a lower Outwork of 
Ihe castle on the top ; there was Ihe massive old arch of 
a gateway, and a great deal of ruin of mini's work, beside 
Ihe large stones that here, as elsewhere, were scattered 
so abundantly. "Within the wall and gateway just men- 
tioned, however, there was a kind of farm-house, adapted, 
1 suppose, out of the old ruin, and 1 nolieed some ears 
of Indian coin hanging out of a window. There were 
also a few stacks of hay, hut no signs of human or ani- 
mal life; and it is uilerhy inexplicable to mo, where these 
products of the soil could have eome from, for certainly 
they never ^'rcw auiid that barrenness. 

We had not yet reached (Jhino's castle, and, being 
now beneath it, we had to hend our heads far backward 
to see it rising up against the clear sky while we were 
now in twilight. The path upward looked terribly steep 
and rough, and if we had climbed it we should proba- 
bly have broken our necks in descending again into 
the lower obscurity. We therefore slopped here, much 
against J 's will, and went back as we came, still won- 
dering at the strange situation of Itudicofani ; for its 
aspect is as if il had stepped off the top of the cliff and 
lodged at its base, thuii^li sliil in danger of sliding far- 
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thcr down the hillside. Emerging from the compact, 
grimy lit'e (if its street, wo saw tliut tin": shower had 
swept by, or probably bad expended itself in a region 
beneath us, for wo wore above the scope of many of the 
showery clouds tliat haunt a hill-country. There was a 
very bright, star visible. I remember, and we saw the 
new moon, now a third towards the full, for the first 
time this evening. The air was cold and bracing. 

But I am excessively sleepy, so will nut describe our 
great dreary hotel, where a blast liowleil in an intermi- 
nable eorridor all night. It did not seem to have any- 
thing to do with the wind out of doors, but lo be a Wast 
that had been casually shut in when the doors were 
elosed behind tins last Grand Duke who came hither and 
departed, and ever since it. has been kept prisoner, and 
makes a melancholy wad along the corridor. The dreamy 
stupidity of this conceit proves how sleepy I am. 

SETTE VENE. 

October lBfii. — We left Hadlcofani long before sun- 
rise, and I saw I hat ceremony take place from the coupe 
of the vetlura for the first lime in a long while. A sun- 
set is the better sight of the two, I have always sus- 
peeled it, and have been strengthened in the idea when- 
ever I have had an opportunity of comparison. Our 
departure from Kadieofani was most, dreary, except that 
wc were very glad to get away; but the cold discomfort 
of dressing in a chill bedroom bv Candlelight, and our 
uncertain wandering through the immense hotel with a 
dim taper in search of Ihe breakfast-room, and our poor 
breakfast of e^gs, Italian bread, mid toffee, — all these 
things made me wish that people were created with roots 
like trees, so they could i.oi befool ihcmselios with 
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wnndciing about. However, we had not long been on 
our way before I he morning air blew away sill r.nr 1 r;;-nb!rs, 
and we rumbled cheerfully on ward, ready to eiicount el- 
even the papal eustom-luinsf; officers nt l'onte Ceniino. 
Our road tliit.her was ;i pretly steep descent. I remem- 
ber llic barren landscape of hills, with here and f here a 
lonely lariii-'iouso, wliirli there seemed lo lie no occasion 
1'or, where nothing '::n-v. . 

At Ponte Centiuo my passport was examined, and 1 
was invited into an office where sat, the papal custom- 
house officer, a thin, subtle-looking, keen-eyed, sallow 
personagc, of aspect very suitable to be the agent of a 
government of priosls. i communicated to him my wish 
lo pass the custom-house without giving the officers Ihe 
trouble of examining my luggage, lie iun/iircd whether 
I liad any dutiable articles, and wrote for my signature a 
declaration in the negative; and (iicn he lit'led a sand-box, 
beneath which was a little heap of silver coins. On tills 
delicate hint 1 asked what was the usual fee, and was 
told that fifteen pauls was l.hc proper sum. I presume it 
was entirely an illegal charge, and that he bad no right to 
pass any luggage wirlioul examination; but (he thing is 
winked at by the authorities, and no money is better 
spent for the traveller's convenience than these fifteen 
pauls. There was a papal military officer in the room, 
and lie, 1 believe, cheated me in (lie change of a Napo- 
leon, as his share of the spoil. At the door a soldier met 
me with my passport, and looked as if tie expected a fee 
for handing it to me; but in this lie was disappointed. 
After I bad resumed my seat in the coupe, Ihe porter of 
Hie custom-house — a poor, sickly looking creature, half 
dead with ihe malaria of the place — appeared, and de- 
manded a fee for doing nothing lo my luggage. He got 
three pauls, and looked but half contented. This whole 
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set of men s«m to be. as corrupt as otlieiul people can 
possibly be ; and yet I hardly knew whether to stigma- 
tize them as corrupt, because it is mil their individual ill:- 
liiKji.uuK.'v, l)u t (lie operation of a regular system. Tlicir 
superiors know what men they are, and calculate u]>on 
their getting a livini; by just these means. And, indeed, 
the custom-house ami passport regulations, as they exist 
ill Italy, would he intolerable it' there were not tliis facil- 
ity of evading I.heiu at little cost. Such laws are good 
for nothing but to be broken. 

We now began to ascend again, ami the country grew 
fertile and picturesque. We passed many mules and 
donkeys, laden "it It a sort of deep firkin on each side of 
the saddle, and these were heaped up with grapes, beta 
purple and white. We bought some, and got what we 
should have thought an abundance at small price, Only 
we used lo get, twice as many at Moniatilo lor the same 
money. However, a llomaii pan] bought us three or 
four pounds even here. We still ascended, and came 
soon to the gateway of the town of Acquapciidciilc, 
wdueli stands on a height that seems to descend by nat- 
ural terraces to (he valley below 

French soldiers, in iheir bluish-gray coats and scarlet 
trousers, were on duty at the gate, and one of them 
took my passport and the vetturmo's, and we then 
drove into the town to wait till they should be vised. 
We saw but one street-, narrow, wil.li (all, rusty, aged 
Ileuses, built of stone, evil smelling: in short, a kind of 
place Unit would be intolerably dismal in cloudy Krigland, 
and cannot be called cheerful even under the sun of 

Italy Priests passed, and burly friars, one of 

whom was canyiier a wine-barrel on his head. Little 
carts, laden with iiikins of grapes, and donkeys with 
the same genial burden, brushed passed our vettura, 
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finding scarce room enough in tlie narrow street. All 
tlic idlers of Ae q uapen dent e — and thev were many — 
assembled to gaze at us, but not discourteously. In- 
deed, 1 never saw an idle curiosity exercised in such a 
pleas in it w«v as by the eoiiiil.rv-pc.opte of Italy. It 
almost deserves to he wiled a Wily interest and sym- 
pathy, instead of a bard and cold curiosity, like that of 
our own people, and it is displayed with Midi simplicity 
that it is evident no offence is intended. 

By and by the vetturino brought his passport and 
my own, with the official vise, and we kept on our way, 
still ascending, passing through vineyards Hud olives, 
and meeting grape-laden donkeys, tUl we came to the 
town of San Lorenzo Kuovo, a place built by Pius VI. 
as the refuge for the people of a lower town which had 
teen made uninhabitable by malaria. The new town, 
which I suppose is hundreds of vears old, with all its 
novelty shows strikingly the difference between places 
that grow up and shape out (heir streets of their own 
accord, as it were, aud one that is built on a settled 
plan of malice aforethought. This little rural village 
lias gates of classic architecture, a spacious pia/.w, and 
a great breadth of straight and rectangular streets, with 
bouses of uniform style, airy and wholesome looking to 
a degree seldom seen on the Continent. Nevertheless, 
I must say that the town looked hatefully dull and ridic- 
ulously prim, aud, cf the two, I had rather spend my 
life hi Radicofani. We drove through it, from gate to 
gate, without slopping, and soon came to the brow of n 
hill, whence we beheld, right beneath us, the beautiful 
lake of Bolseua ; not exactly at. our feet, however, for 
a portion of level ground lav between, haunted by the 
pestilence which has depopulated all these shores, and 
made the lake and its neighborhood a solitude. It 
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looked very beautiful, nevertheless, with a sheen of a 
silver and a gray like that of steel as the wind blew and 
the sun shone over it; and, judging by my own feelings, 
I should really have thought that the breeze from its 
surface was bracing and healthy. 

"Iteeemlhiir the hill, we passed the ruins of the old 
town of Sail Lorenzo, of which the prim village on the 
liill-t.op may be considered the daughter. There is ecr- 
tainly no resemblance between parent and child, the 
former being situated on a sort of precipitous bhilT, 
where there could have becu no room for piazzas and 
spacious streets, nor accessibility except by mules, don. 
keys, coats, and people of Alpine habits. There was an 
ivv-eovered tower on the top of the bluff, and some 
arched cavern mouths that looked as if they opened into 
the great darkness. These were the entrances to Etrus- 
can 'tombs, for the town on top had been originally 
Etruscan, and the inhabitants had buried themselves in 
the heart of the precipitous bluffs after spending their 
lives on its summit. 

Reaching the plain, we drove several miles along the 
shore of the lake, and found the soil fertile and gener- 
ally well cultivated, especially with the vine, though 
there were tracks apparently too marshy to be put 
to any agricultural purpose, We met now and then a 
(lock of sheep, watched hv sallow-looking and spiritless 
men and boys, who, we took it for granted, would soon 
perish of malaria, though. I presume, they never spend 
their nighis in the immediate vicinity of the lake. I 
should like to inquire whether animals suffer from the 
bad qualities of the air. The lake is not nearly so beau- 
tiful on a nearer view as it is from the hill above, there 
being no rocky margin, nor bright, sandy beach, but 
everywhere this interval of level ground, and often 
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swampy marsh, betwixt, (lie water and ilic hill. At a 

considerable distance from (in: shore we saw two islands, 
one of wdiieh is memorable as having been the scene of 
tin empress's murder, but I cannot, stop to fill hiv jour- 
nal with historical reminiscences. 

We kept onward to the dmii of JWsena, which stands 
nearly a mile from the lake, and on a site higher than 
tlie level margin, yet, not so ranch so, I should appre- 
hend, as to free it. from danger of malaria. 'We stopped 
a! fin alba-go outside of tlie wall of the town, find before 
dinner had time to see a piod deal of the neighborhood. 
Tlie first aspect of the town was very striking, with a 
vista into its street through the open gateway, and 
high above it an old, gray, square-built castle, with 
three towers visible at tlie. angles, one of them hattle- 
meuted, one taller than the rest, and one partially 
ruined. Outside of the town-gate there were some 
fragments of Ktruseau ruin, capitals of pillars and altars 
with inscriptions; these we glanced nl, and then made 
our entrance through the gate. 

There it was again, — the same narrow, dirty, time- 
dai-kenod street, of piled-up houses which we have so 
often seen; the same swarm of ill-to-do people, grape- 
laden donkeys, little stands or shops of roasted chest- 
nuts, pear-lies, tomatoes, while nod purple figs ; the same 
evidence of a fertile land, and grimy poverty in the 
midst of abundance- which nature tries to heap into their 
hands. It seems strange thai they can never grasp it. 

We had gone but a little way along this street, when 
we saw a narrow lane that turned aside from it arid 
went steeply upward. Its name was on the comer, — ■ 
the Via di Castello, — and as the castle promised fo 
be more interesting than anything else, we immediately 
be^aii to ascend. The street — a strange name for sueh 
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e^pcctodiv in upper Biilseua, We were iu it little nook, 
suiTouniled by old edilici's, and railed the Piazza del 
Orulogio, on account of a clock that was apparent some- 
where. The castle was close by, and frotn its platform 
(here was a splendid view of tlie lake and all the near hill- 
country. The cast-It: itself is slill in good condition, and 
apparently as strong as ever it- was as respects the ex- 
terior wails ; but within there seemed to be neither floor 
nor chamber, nothing but. the cinply .shell of the dateless 
old fortress. The stones at the base and lower part of 
the building were so massive that I should think the 
Etrurians must have laid ilium: and then perhaps the 
'Romans built a little higher, and the tnediatvul people 
raised the battlements and towers. Hut we did not look 
lung at the eastle, our attention bcingdrawn to the sin- 
gular aspect of the town itself, which - - to speak tirst of 
its most prominent, characteristic — is the very lillhie.sl, 
place, I do believe, that was ever inhabited by man. 
Defilement was everywhere ; in the pia/,/.a, in nooks and 
corners, strewing the miserable lanes from side to side, 
the refuse of every day, and of accumulated ages. I 
wonder whether the ancient Romans were as dirty a 
people as we everywhere find those who have 
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them ; for there seems to have been something in (lie 
places Uiiil nave been inhaiiited I j v Romans, or made 
famous in their history, and in I lie monuments of every 
kind that they have raised, thai puis people in mind of 
their very earthliiicss, am! incites them 1.0 dciile therewith 
whatever temple, column, ruined palace, or triumphal 
arch may fall in their way. I think it must be n heredi- 
tary trait, probably weakened nnd robbed of a little of it» 
horror by the innuence of milder ages ; and I am much 
al'mid that Ca'sar trod narrower and fouler ways in his 
pnlh to power than these uf modern Rome, or even of 
this disgusting town of .liolscna. I cannot imagine any- 
thing worse than these, however. Rotten vegetables 
thrown everywhere about, musty straw, standing puddles, 
running rivulets of dissolved mistiness, — these matters 
were a relief amid viler objects. The town was full of 
great, black lings wallowing before every door, and they 
grunted at us with a kind of courtesy and affability as if 
the town were theirs, and it was their pan to be hospita- 
ble to strangers. llany donkeys likewise aeeosled us 
whh brayi.ii; ; children. ya'owee.' cere uncleanly every day 
they lived, pestered us villi begging; men stared askance 
at us as they lounged in corners, anil women endangered 
us with slops winch they were ffinging from doorways 
into the street, IS'o decent words can describe, no ad- 
missible image can give an idea of this noisome place. 
And yet, I remember, ihe donkeys came up the height, 
loaded with fruit, and with little flat-sided barrels of 
wine; the people had a good atmosphere — except as 
they polluted it themselves — on their high site, and there 
seemed to be no rcasou why they thould not live a beauti- 
ful and jolly life. 

1 did not mean to write such an ugly description as 
(lie iikno, but it is well, once for all, to have attempted 



by Google 



186 FRENCH AND ITALIAN NOTE-BOOKS. [185S. 

conveying an idea of iviiiit disgusts the Iravellor, more 
or less, in all these Italian towns. Scttiiisr aside this 
e;rand characteristic, tlie upper town of lkilsena is a 
most curious and interesting place. It was originally jiii 
Etruscan city, the ancient Volsinii, and when taken and 
destroyed by the Romans was said to contain two thou- 
sand st;it ill's. Afterwards I lie Ho mans limit a town upon 
the site, including, 1 suppose, the space occupied by the 
lower city, which looks as if it had brimmed over like 
li.adicnfi.mi, and fallen from the precipitous height occu- 
pied by the upper. The latter is a strange confusion of 
black and ugly Louses, piled massively out of the ruins 
of former aires, built- rudely and without plan, as a pau- 
per would build his hovel, and yet with here and there 
an arched gateway, a cornice, a pillar, (hat might have 

adorned a palace The streets are the narrowest 

1 have seen anywhere, — of no more width, indeed, than 
may suiliee for the passage of a donkey with his pan- 
niers. They wind in and out in strange confusion, and 
hardly look like streets at- all, but, nevertheless, ha™ 
names printed on the corners, just as if t bey were stately 
avenues. After looking about us awhile and drawing 
half-i.n-ealhs so as to take in I ho less quantity of gaseous 
pollution, we went, back t.o the castle, ami descended by 
a path winding downward from it, jnlo the plain outside 
of the town-gate. 

It was now dinner-time and we bad, in the 

first place, some iisli from the pestiferous lake; not, I 
am sorry t.o say, the famous stewed eels which, Haute 

says, killed Pope Martin, hut some trout By the 

by, the meal was not dinner, but our midday mUnione. 
After despatching it, we again wandered I'orlh and strolled 
round the outside of the lower town, which, witli the 
upper one, made as picturesque a combiuation as could 
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be desired. The aid wtdl that surrounds the lower town 
lias been appropriated, king since, a? Ihe back wall of 

a range, of bouses ; windows have been pierced through 
it.; upper chambers and loggie have been built upon il ; 
so that i( looks something like a long row of rural dwell- 
ings with one continuous li'oni or back, constructed in 
it strange style of massive shvnglk. contrasting whh tlie 
vines thai kere and l.kero are trained over it, arid with 
the wreaths of yellow corn I hat, hang from the windows, 
lint, portions of the old battlements ;ire interspersed with 
tke line of homely chambers and tiled house-tops. With- 
in the wall the town is very compact, and above its roofs 
rises a rook, the sheer, precipitous l.ilulf on which stands 
the upper town, whose foundations impend over ilie high- 
est root in the lower. At one end is the old castle, with 
its towers rising above the sepiure hat.l lemcnted mass of 
Ike main fortress ; mid if we lead not, seen the dirt an<! 
squalor that, dwells within this venerable outside, we 
should have carried away a picture of gray, grim dignity, 
presented by a long past age to tke present one, to put 

its mean ways and modes lo shame. sat diligently 

sketch in L", and ehililrni came about her. exceedingly un- 
fragrant, bnt very courteous and gentle, looking over hoc 
shooldois, and expressing delight as they saw each famil- 
iar edifice take its place in tke sketch. They are a lov- 
able people, these Italians, as .1 find from almost all witk 
whom we come in contact; Ikcy have great and little 
faults, and no great virtues lhat I know of; but still are 
sweet, amiable, pleasant, to encounter, save when they 
beg, or when you have lo bargain with them. 

We left ISolsena and drove to Yiterbo, passing the 
gate of the picturesque town of ]\ Ion t eft as cone, over tin; 
wall of which I saw spires and lowers, and the dome of a 
cathedral, I was sorry not to taste, in its own town, the 
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celebrated ait, which was the death-draught of the jolly 
prelate. At Viterbo, however, I called for some wine 
of MonteflascoM, and had a little straw-covered flask, 
which the waiter assured us was the genuine est-wiuc. 
It was of golden color, and very delicate, somewhat 
resembling still champagne, but liner, and requiring a 
calmer pause to appreciate its subtle delight. Its good 
qualities, however, arc so evanescent, that the finer fla- 
vor became almost imperceptible before we finished the 
flask. 

Viterbo is a large, disagreeable town, built at the foot 
of a mountain, the peak of which is seen through the vista 
of some of the narrow streets 

There are more fountains in Viterbo than I have seen 
in any other city of its size, and many of them of very 
good design. Around most of them there were wine- 
hogsheads, waiting ilieir turn to be cleansed and rinsed, 
ij:.:l'o:'e receiving l:ic wi:ic of the preseii; vmlage. Pass- 
ing a doorway, J saw some men treading out the 

gra'i.vs in a great val with their naked feet 

Among the beggars here, the loudest anil most vocif- 
erous was a ei , :;ii:-'.'.d iiostinoi;, wearing !iis uniform 
jacket, L'reeii, faecd with red ; and he seemed lo consider 
himself entitled still to get his living from travellers, as 
having been disabled in the way of his profession. I 
recognized bis claim, and was rewarded with a courteous 

and graieful bow iii our departure To beggars — 

after my much experience both in England and Italy — 
I give very little, though I am not certain that it would 
not often be real beneficence in the latter country. 
There being little or no provision for poverty and age, 
the poor must often suffer. Nothing can be more earnest 
than their entreaties for aid; nothing seemingly more 
genuine than their gratitude when they receive it. 
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m I'iaim Pali, Cktoh-i- }7tA.— We left Viterbo on 
the 15th, and proceeded, through Monlerosi, to Sette 
Veue. There was nothing interesting at Sette Venc, 
except an old Itoinnn bridge, of a- single arcli, which had 
kept its sweep, composed of one row of atones, unbroken 
for two or more thousand years, and looked just as strong 
as ever, though gray with age, and fringed with plants 
that found it bard U> fix themselves m its close crevices. 

The next day we drove along I lie Cassinn Way towards 
Rome. It was a most delightful morning, a genial at- 
mosphere ; the more so, I suppose, because this was the 
Campagna, the region of pestilence mid death. I had a 
quiet, gentle, comfortable pleasure, aa if, after many 
-wanderings, ] was drawing near Home, for, now that I 
have known it once, Rome, certainly dees draw into itself 
my heart, as I think even London, or even little Concord 
itself, or old sleepy Salem, never did and never will. 
Resides, we are to slay here six months, and we had now 
a house all prepared to receive us ; so that this present 
approach, in the noontide of a genial day, was most un- 
like our first one, when we crept- towards Rome through 
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the wintry midnight, benumbed '.villi cold, ill, weary, and 
ni.'i knowing whither Id beiake ourselves. Ah! that was 
a dismal linn; ! One tiling, however, that disturbed even 
my present equanimity a little was the necessity of meet- 
ing Hit custom-house at the Porta del Popolo; but my 
past experieuee warranted me in believing that even 
these ogres illicit be niolliiied by the magic touch of a 
scudo ; and so it proved. We should have esca.pcd any 
e>Laiuinaiiou at all, the oHicer whispered me, if his supe- 
rior had not happened to be present; but, as the case 
stuod, they took down only one trunk from the top of the 
vettnra, just lifted the lid, closed it again, and gave us 
permission to proceed. So we came to 6S Piazza I'oli, 
and found ourselves at onec at home, in such a com- 
fortable, oosey little house, as I did not think existed in 

I ought to say a word about our vett.urino, Coustnn- 
luio Hucol, an excellent, and most favorable specimen of 
his class ; for his magnificent conduct, his liberality, ami 

all the good qualities that ought to be imperial, S 

called bim the Emperor. He took us to gi.md hotels, 
and fea.sledus with the best; he was kind to us all, and 
especially fo little li.osebud, who used to run bv Ids side, 
with her small white hand in bis great, brown Que ; he 
was cheerful in his deportment, and expressed his good 
spirits by the smack of his whip, which is the barometer 
of a vetturiuo's inward weather; be drove admirably, 
and would rumble up to ihe door of an nlbergo, and stop 
to a hair's-bt'eadtli just where it. was most convenient for 
us to alight ; ae would hire postilions mid muses, where 
other vctturim would take nothing better than sluggisn 
oxen, to help us up the hilly roads, so that sometimes 
we had a team of seven; he did all that we could pos- 
sibly require of him, and was content and more, with a 
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hvon mem of five scudi, in addition lo the stipulated 
price. Finally, .[ think the tears liiid risen almost to li is 
eyelids when we parted with liim. 

Our friends, the Thompsons, through whose kindness 
we procured this luni.se, euKc-il to see us soon afler our 
arrival. In the afternoon, I walked with Rosebud to 
the Medici Gardens, and on our way tliilhcr, we espied 
our former servant, Lalla, who flung so many and such 
bitter curses after us, on our departure from Rome, 
sitting at her father's fruit-stall. Thank God, they have 
not taken effect. After going lo I lie Medici, we went 
to the Pinciau Gardens, and looked over into the 15or- 
ghese grounds, which, mctboua:hl, were more beautiful 
than ever. The same was true of the sky, and of every 
object, beneath it; and as we came homeward along the 
Corso, I wondered at. the stutclincss and palniial mag- 
nificence of that noble street. Once, I remember, 1 
thought, it narrow, and far unworthy of its fame. 

In the way of eoslume, (lie men in goat-skin breeches, 
whom we met on the Gampagmi, were very .striking-, and 
looked like Satyrs. 

October 21s/. — .... I have been twice to St. Pe- 
ter's, and was Impressed more 1 han at any former visit l)j 
a sense of breadth and loftiness, and, as it were, a vis- 
ionary splendor and magnificence. I also went, to the 
Museum of the Capilol ; and the statues seemed tome 
more beautiful than formerly, and J was not sensible of 
the cold despondency will) which 1 have so often viewed 
them. Yesterday we went to the Corsiui Palace, which 
we had not visited before. It stands in the Trastevcrc, 
in the Longara, and is a stately palace, with a grand 
si aii-ease, leading to the first lloor, where is situated the 
range of picture-rooms. There were a good many fine 
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pictures, hut none of thorn have made a memorable ini- 
prcssion tui my mind, except a portrait, by Vandyke, of 
a man in poiut-laee, very grand and very real. The 
room in which tins picture Inn;:; had many other por- 
traits by Holbein, Til inn, Rembrandt, Rubens, and other 
famous painters, and was wonderfully rich ill this de- 
partment. In another, there was a portrait of Pope 
Julius II., by Raphael, somewhat differing from those 
at the Pitti and the Uffi/i galleries in Florence, and 
those I have seen in England and Paris; thinner, paler, 
perhaps, older, more severely iiilolleelual, but at least, as 
liiith a wink of art as those. 

The palace has some handsome old furniture, and 
gilded chairs, ci^crcd with leather eases, possibly relies 
of Queen Christina's time, who died here. I know not 
but the most enririiis object was a curiile eliair of juar- 
ble, sculptured all out of one piece, and adorned with 
bas-reliefs. It is supposed to be Etruscan. It lias a 
cireuhu' back, sweeping round, so as to afford sufficient 
resls for the elbows; and. silting down in it, I dis- 
covered ihat modern ingenuity has not made much real 
improvement oil this eliair of three or four thousand 
years ago. But some chairs are easier for the moment., 
jet soon betray vou, and grow the more irksome. 

We strolled along l.ongara, and found the piazza of 

St. Peter's full of French soldiers at their drill 

We went quite round the inferior of the church, and 
perceiving Ilie pavement, loose and broken \u:\ir the altar 
where Guide's Archangel is placed, we picked up some 
bits of rosso antico and gray marble, to be set in 

We have the snuggest little set. of apartments in Rome, 
seven rooms, including an antechamber ; and though the 
stairs arc exceedingly narrow, there is really a carpet on 
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them, — a civilized eouiforl, of which the proudest pal- 
aces in the Eternal City cannot boast. The stairs are 
\ i']-y strep, however, and i should noi wonder if sumo of 
ns broke our wanes, down [hem. Narrowness of spare 
wilhiu doors strikes us all ralher ludicrously, jet not Un- 
pleasantly, after being accustomed to the wastes and des- 
erts of tlie Montantii Villa. It is well thus to be put in 
trtdnimr fur ihe ovrr-siingurss of on:' cottage in Concord. 
Our windows here look out on a small and rather quiet 
piun/a, with an immense palace on the left, hand, and a 
smaller vet statelier one on the right, and jast round 
the corner of l be street, leading out of our piazza, is the 
Fountain of Trevi, of which I can hear the plash in the 
evening, when other sounds are bushed. 

Looking over what. I have said of Sodoma's " Christ 
L'ouud,'' at Siena, I see lhat ] have, omiltcd to notice 
what seems to nm one of ils mosi sinking eharaclerisiies, 
— its loneliness. Von feel as if the Saviour were de- 
serted, both in heaven and earth ; the despair is in him 
which made him say, " My Cod, why hast thou forsaken 
me?" Even in this extremity, however, he is still Di- 
vine, and Sndutna almost seems to have reconciled the 
impossibilities of combining an omnipresent divinity with 
a suffering and outraged humanity. But this is one of 
the eases in which the spectator's imagination Cuir.ph.tc's 
what the artist merely hints at. 

Mr. , the sculptor, called to see us, (be other even- 
ing, and quite paid Powers oft' for all Ins trench mil criti- 
cisms on his brotherartisls. He will mil allow Powers to 
he an artist at all, or to know anything of the laws of art, 
although acknowledging him to be a great, host-maker, 
and to have put together Ihe Creek Slave and the Fisher- 
Boy very ingeniously. The hi Iter, however (he says), is 
copied from the ApolHno in the Tribune of the Uffizi ; 
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and the former is made- up of beauties that bad do refer- 
ence to one another ; and lie affirms that l.'nwcrs is ready 
to sell, and 1ms actually sold, tin' Greek Slave, limb by 
limb, dismembering it, by reversing the process of put- 
thig il together, — a head to cue purchaser, an arm or a 
foot to another, a hand lo a third. Powers knows noth- 
oig scientifically of the human frame, and only succeeds 
in representing it as a natural bone-duel in- succeeds iu 
setting a dislocated limb hy a happy accident or special 
pmv'idenee. i'Tlic illustration was my mvn, mid adopted 

by Mr. ■.) Yet Mr. ■ seems to acknowledge 

that he did sueeeed. I repeat these things only as 
another instance how invariably every sculptor uses his 
chisel and mallet to smash and deface the marble-work of 

every other. I never heard Powers speak of Mr. , 

but can partly imagine what, lie would have said. 

Mr. spoke of l.Wers's disappointment about the 

twcuiy-iive-l.lioiisaml-di'liui' appropriaiion from Couirress, 
and said thai, lie was altogether lo blame, inasmuch as lie 
attempted to sell to the nation for that sum a statue 

which, to Mr. 's certain knowledge, he had already 

offered to private persons for a fifth part of it. I have 

not implicit faith in Mr. 's veracity, and doubt not 

Powers acted fairly in bis own eyes. 

October -I'M. —I am afraid I have caught one of the 
wilds which the Roman air continually affected me with 
last winter ; at any rate, a sirocco has taken tlie life out 

of me, and I have no spirit to do anything. This morn- 
ing I took a walk, however, out of the Porta \faggiorc, 
and looked at the tomb of the baker Eurys aces', just 
outside of the gate, — a very singular ruin covered with 
symbols of the man's trade in si one- work, and with bas- 
teliefs along the cornice, representing people at work, 
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making bread. An inscription states tbat. the ashes of 
Ins wife are likewise reposifed llierc, in a bread-basket. 
Tin' mausoleum is perhaps twenly fed ]»]i!r. iu its largest 
extent, am! of ecual height ; and if good bakers were as 
scarce in ancient. Home as in the modern city, I do not 
wonder that they were thoughl worthy of stalely monu- 
ments. None of tlic modern ones de.serve any better 
tomb than a pile of their own sour loaves. 

I walked onward a good distance beyond the gate 
alongside of I lie arches of tin; ( 'laud inn a;, '.cdue', which, 
iu this portion of it, seems to have bad lit lie repair, and 
to have needed little, since it was built. ]i IcaAs lit.'.'. '■>■. 
linijr procession, striding across 1 Lie Campagua towards 
the city, and entering the gate, over one of its arches, 
within the gate, ] saw two or three slender jets of water 
spurting from the crevices: this nrpicdiict bong stiil in 
use to bring* the Aerpia Felice into Home. 

Returning within the walls, I walked along their inner 
base, to the Church of St. John Latcran, into which I 
went, and sat- down to rest myself, being languid and 
weary, and hot with the sun, though afraid to trust, the 
coolness of f he shade, i hale I he Jiornan atmosphere ; 
indeed, all my pleasure in getting back ■ ■ all my home- 
feeling — has already evnpnrnlcd. and whal now impresses 
trie, as before, is the languor of Rome, — its weary pave- 
ments, its little life, pressed down by a weight of death. 

Quitting St. John l.alerao, I went astray, as T do nine 
limes out of ten in these Roman iril ricacics, and at last, 
seeing the Coliseum in the vista of a street, I betook 
myself (hither In get a fresh slart. lis round of stones 
looked vast and dreary, but. not. particularly impressive. 
The interior was qnile descried ; except thai, a Roman, 
of respectable appearance, was making a pilgrimage r.t 
the altars, kneeling and saying a prayer at each one. 



,., Google 



196 FllENCII AND ITALIAN NOTE-BOOKS. [1858. 



Outside of the Coliseum, a neat-looking hllle boy came' 
aml begged (if rue; and I gave liim a baiocco, rather 
because he seemed to need it so little tlian for any oilier 
reason. J observed that Ik; immediately afterwards went 
ami spoke to a well-dressed man, and supposed tli:it t.lie 
child was likewise begging of liim. 1 watched I he little 
boy, however, and saw that, in two or three other in- 
stances, after begging of other individuals, he still re- 
turned to this well-dressed man; the faet being, no iloubl. 
that the latter was fishing for bnioeci through the me- 
dium of his child, --throwing llie poor little 1'cl low out 
as a bait, while he himself retained bis independent re- 
spectability, lie lad probably come out for a whole 
day's sport; for, by and by, he went, between the arches 
of the Coliseum, followed by the child, and taking with 
liim what looked like a bottle of wine, wrapped in a 
handkerchief. 

y-ji-i'i,ihi'f 'iJ. ■ 'Vr.c wer.tker lately would have suited 
one's ideal of an Kuglish November, e\eept that there 
have been no logs; hut of ugly, hopeless clouds, chill, 
shivering winds, dri//.le, and now and then pouring rain, 
much more than enough. An English coal-fire, if we 
could set' its honest face within doors, would compensate; 
for all the unaminblcness of flip outside atmosphere; but 
we might ask for the sunshine of llie New Jerusalem, 
with as much hope of getting it. ft is extremely spirit- 
[■rushing, this remorseless gray, -with its icy heart; and 

the more to depress the whole family, TJ has taken 

what seems to be the Roman fever, by sitting down in 

the Palace of the (.','isars, while Mrs. S ■ sketched 

the ruins 

[During four months of the illness of his daughter, 
Mr. Hawthorne wrote no word of Journal. — Ed.] 
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Febntttn/ -27th. ! SjO. ■ - r'or many days pasi, there have 
been tokens of tiic finming Carnival in the Corso ami the 
adjacent streets; leu- example, in the shops, by the dis- 
play :il' masks of wire, pasteboard, iilk, or eloth, some of 
beautiful foal u res, others hideous, fantastic, currish, asi- 
nine, hugc-uosed, or otherwise monstrous ; some intended 
to cover the whole lace, others concealing only the upper 
pari, also white dominos, or robes bedizened with gold- 
lucc and theairic splendors, displayed at. the windows of 

mercers of Haunting before I he- doors. Yesterday, U 

and I came along tin: Corso, between our and two o'clock, 
after a walk, and found all these symptoms of impending 
merriment multiplied and iutousiiied : . . . . rows of chairs, 
set out along the sidewalks, elevated a foot or two by 
means of planks; great baskets, full of confetti, for sale 
in the nooks and recesses of the streets ; bouquets of all 
qualities and prices. The Curso was becoming pretty 
well thronged with people; hut, until two o'clock, no- 
body dared to fling as much as a rosebud or a handful 
of sugar plums. There was a sort of holiday expression, 
however, on almost, everybody's lace, such as I have not 
hitherto seen in Rome, or in any pari of Italy ; a smile 
gleaming out, an aurora of mirth, which probably will 
not be very exuberant, in ils noontide. The day was so 
sunny and bright that it made this opening scene far 
more cheerful than auy day of the last year's carnival. 

As we threaded our way through the Corso, U 

kept- wishing she could plunge into (he fun and uproar 
as J" would, and for my own part, though I pretend- 
ed to lake no iutcrosl in the mailer, 1 could have bandit d 
confetti and nosegays as readily and as riolously as any 
urchin there, Bui: my black hat and grave talma would 
have been too good a mark for the combatants, .... 
so we went home before a shot, was fired 
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March 7th.— 1, as well as the rest of the family, 
have followed up I lie Carnival pretty faithfully, and en- 
joyed it as well, or rather better Hum could have boon 
expected; principally in tin: street, as a mere looker-on, 

— which (lops not. let one into the mystery of the fun, 

— and twice from a balcony, where J. threw coiil'clli, 
dud partly understood why 1,1k; young people like it so 
much. Certainly, tliere cannot well be a more pictu- 
resque spectacle in Unman life, than dial, stalely, palatial 
avenue of the Corso, tlic inoro pictu rest] tie because so 
narrow, all hmifr with carpets and liobclm tapestry, and 
the whole palact;- lieu," I its alive with faees ; and all the 
capacity of the street, thronged with the most fantastic 
figures that either the fancies of folks alive at tin's day 
are able to contrive, or that live traditionally from year 
to year The Prince of Wales has fought, man- 
fully through l.ho Carnival with confetti and bouquets, 
and U- -received several bouquets from hiin, on Sat- 
urday, as her carriag.; moved along, 

March 8th. — I went with U to Mr. Motley's 

balcony, in the Corso, mid saw ihe Carnival from il. 
yesterday afternoon; but the spectacle is strangely like 
» dream, in respect to the difficulty of retaining it in 
the mind and solidifying it into a description* I en- 
joyed it a good deal, and assisted in so far as to pelt all 
Ihe, people in cylinder lints with Landfills of confetti. 
The scene opens with a long array of cavalry, who ride 
through the Corso, preceded by u large band, playing 

loudly on their bra/eu instruments There were 

some splendid dresses, particularly eontailina costumes 
of scarlet and gold, which seem to be actually the festal 
attire of that class of people, and must needs be so ex- 
pensive that one must serve for a lifetime, if indeed it 
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Miin-h '.)//i. — 1 was, vcslcrday, an hour or so among 
t-ln- people: oh the sidewalks of t lie Corso, just on llic 
edges of the fun. They appeared to be in a decorous, 
good-natured mood, neither cut (.'ring into the merriment, 
iioi* harshly repelling ; and when groups (if maskers Over- 
flowed among them, ihey received their jokes in good 
part. Many women of the lower elass Mere in the crowd 
of bystanders: generally broad and sturdy ligures. clad 
evidently in (lieir bcsl allire. and wearing a good many 
ornamentSj such us gold or coral beads and necklaces, 
combs of silver or gold, heavy ear-rings, curiously 
wrought, broodies, perhaps cameos or mosaics, though 
I think they prefer purely metallic work to these. One 
ornament very common among them is a large bodkin, 
which they stick through their hair. It is usually of 
silver, but sometimes it. looks like steel, and is mads 
in the shape of a sword, — a long Spanish thrusling- 
sword, for example. Dr. Franco told us a story of a 
woman of Trasleecre, who was addressed rudely at the 
Carnival by a gentleman ; she warned him lo desist, but 
as lie si ill persisted, she drew the bodkin from her hair," 
and stubbed him lo the heart. 

By and by I went to Mr. Motley's balcony, and 
looked down on the closing scenes of the Carnival, 
Metfaought the merry -n Lakers labored harder to life 
mirthful, and yet were somewhat tired of their eight 
play-days; and their dresses looked a little shabby, 
rumpled, and drawled ; hut the lack of sunshine — 
which we have bad on all the preceding days — may 
have produced (bis effect. The wheels of some of the 
carriages were wrealbed round anil spoked with green 
foliage, making a very pretty and fanciful nji.icaraiie'', 
as did likewise the harnesses of the horses, which were 
trimmed with roses. The pervading noise and uproar 
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of human voices is one of tlie most effective points of 
the matter; but tile scene is quite indescribable, and 
its effect not to be conceived without both witnessing 
and taking part in it. If you merely look at it, it de- 
presses you ; if you take even the slightest share in it, 
van become aware that it has a fascination, and vou 
no longer wonder that the young people, at least, take 
such delight iu plunging into tins mad river of fun that 
goes roaring between the narrow limits of the Corso. 

As twilight came on, the- liiotouli commenced, and as 
it grew darker the whole street (winkled with lights, 
which would have been innumerable it' every torch -bearer 
had nut liecu surrounded by a host of enemies, who tried 
to extinguish his poor little twinkle. It was a pity to 
lose so much splendor as there might have been; hut 
yet there was a kind of symbolism in the thought that 
every one of those thousands of twinkling lights was 
in charge of somebody, who was striving with all bis 
might to keep it alive. Not merely the street-way, but 
all (lie balconies and hundreds of windows were lit np 
with these little tore lies : so 1 hat it. sfemed as if the stars 
had crumbled into glittering fragments, and rained down 
upon the Corso, some of llmtn lodging upon the palaoe- 
f routs, some falling ou the ground, liesides tills, there 
were gas-lights burning with a white (lame; but this 
illumination was not half so interesting as that of the 
torches, which indicated human struggle. All this time 
(here, were myriad voices si::>uiing, "' fin\z.y hoccolo '. " 
and mingling into one long roar. We, in our balcony, 
carried on a civil war against one another's Lurches, 
as is the custom of human beings, within even the nar- 
rowest precincts ; but after a while we grew tired, and 
so did the crowd, apparently; for the lights vanished, 
one after another, till the gas-lights —which at first were 
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an unimportant, part, of the illumination- -shone quietly 
out, overpowering I lit- scattered twinkles of (he moccoh. 
They were what the fixed slurs are to the transitory 
splendors of human life. 

Mr. Motley lells mo, iliat it was formerly ihe custom 
to have a murk funeral of 1 larlcqnht. who was supposed 
to die at the, close of tin; Carnival, during which lie had 
reigned supi'ciuc, and all the people, or us many as cho.se, 
here torches at his burial. Bui this being considered an 
indecorous monkery of Popish funereal customs, t In: pft's- 
eut frolic of I he inoccoli was instituted, - - in some sort, 
growing out of it. 

All last night, or as much of ii. as I was awake, there 
was a noise of song and of lale revellers in toe streets ; 
lint to-day we have waked up in the still and sober season 

of Lent. 

It is worthy of remark, thai all the jollity of the Carni- 
val is a genuine ebullition of spirit, without the aid of 
wine or strong driuk. 

March YUh.- -Yesterday we went to the Catacomb of 

St. (.'ali\tus, the entrance to which is alongside of the 
Ajipian Way, within sight of the iomb of Cecilia Metelhi. 
We descended not a very great, way under ground, by a 
liroiid lligbt. of stone steps, and, lighting some wax ta- 
pers, with which we had provided ourselves, we followed 
I lie guide through it great many intricate passages, which 
mostly were just, wide enough for me to touch the wall 
on each side, w bile keeping my elbows close to toy body ; 
and as to height, they were from seven to fen feet, and 
sometimes a good deal higher It was rather pic- 
turesque, when we stiw the long line of our tapers, for 
another huge parly had joined us, twinkling along tlic 
dark passage, and it was interesting to tiiink of the 
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and to have contained his blood. After "leaving the Cat- 
acomb, we drove onward to Cecilia Metclla's tomb, which 
we entered and inspected. Within the immensely mas- 
sive circular substance of I in; tomb ivns a I'lnnnl, vacant 
space, and this interior vacancy was open at t.lie top, and 
had nothing but. some fallen stones anil a heap of earth at 
the bottom. 

On our way home wc entered the Church of "Domiiie, 
f|iio vadis," and looked at I lie old fragment of Hie Appian 
Way, where our Saviour met St. Peter, and left the im- 
pression of his feet in one of the Roman paving-stones. 
Tlie stone has been n:m:>vi;rl, anil there is novv only a fac- 
simile engraved in a block of marble, ooeiipyiug the place 
where -Trans stood. It is a great pity lliey bad not left 
tbe original stone ; for then all its brother-stones in the 
pavement would have seemed to confirm the tvutll of the- 

While we were at dinner, a grntlcirau called and was 
shown into the parlor. We supposed it. to he Mr. May ; 
but soon his voice grew familiar, and my wife was sure 
it was tieiieral Pierce, so 1 left the (able, and found it to 
lie really he. I was rejoiced to see him. though a little 
saddened to sec the mails of care and coming aL'o, in 
many a whitening hair, and many a furrow, and, still 
more, in something Hint seemed lo have passed away out 
of him. without leaving any trace. His voice, sometimes, 
iOltmbd strange and old, (hough generally it was what it 
used to be. He was evidently glad to sec me, glad to 
see my wife, glad to see the children, though there was 
something melancholy in his tone, when he remarked 
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whal :i stout hoy .1 — had grown. Poor Fellow! lie 

lias neither sou imr daughter to keep his heart- warm. 
This morning 1 have been wilh him to St. .Peter's, and 
elsewdiere about Hit- eity, and lind him less changed Ihau 
lie seemed to be last night; not at all changed in heart 
anil affections. IVe talked freely about all matters that 
came up ; among the rest, about the project — recogniza- 
ble by many tokens — tor briuginL' liiin again forward as 
a candidate tur the l're-idci:ey next year, lie appears 
to be firmly resolved not again to present himself to the 
country, and is content, to let his one administration 
stand, and to be judged by the public and posterity on 
the merit; of that. No doubt he i.s potior I ly sincere; no 
doubt, too, he would again be a candidate, if a pretty 
unanimous voice of the parly slmuld demand it. I retain 
all uiv faith in his administrative faculty, and should bo 
glad, for his sake, to have it fully recognized ; but the 
probabilities, as far as I Can see, do not indicate for him 
another Presidential term. 

March lW/i. — This morning I went with my wife and 
Miss Hoar to Mis; Jlosmrr's studio, to see her statue of 
Zenohia. We found her in her premises, springing about, 
with a bird-like action. She lias a lofty room, with a 
skylight window; it was pretty Well warmed with a 
stove, and there was a small orange -tree in a pot, with 
the oranges growing on it, and 1 wo or three llower- 
shruhs in bloom. She herself looked prettily, with her 
jaunty little velvet cap On the side of her head, whence 
came clustering out her short brown curls; her face fall 
of pleasant, life ami quick expression ; and though some- 
what worn with thought and struggle, handsome and 
spirited. She told us that "her wig whs growing as 
gray as a rat." 
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There were but very few things in the room ; two or 

three piaster busts, a headless cast of a plaster statue, 
and a cast of the Minerva Mcdica, which perhaps she 
had been studying as a help towards the design of her 
Zimobia ; for, at any rate, I seemed to discern a resem- 
blance or analogy between the two. Zenobia stood in 
the centre of the room, as yet unfinished in the clay, but 
a very noble ;jud remarkable- statue indeed, ful! of diguily 
and beauty. If. is wonderful that so brisk a woman could 
have achieved a work so quietly impressive; and there is 
something in Zeuobin's air that conveys I lie iilca of mu- 
sic, uproar, and a great throng all about her ; whilst she 
walks in (lie midst of it, self-sustained, and kept in a sort 
of sanctity by her native pride. The idea of motion is 
attained with great success; you not only perceive that, 
she ls walking, but know at. jusl what tranquil pace she 
steps, amid rhe music of the triumph. The drapery is 
very fine and full; she is decked with ornaments; but 
the chains of her captivity hang from wrist to Wrist; 
and her deportment indicating a soul so mneh above 
Iter misfortune, yet. not, insensible to the weight of it — 
makes these chains a richer decoration than all her other 
jewels. I know not whether there be some magic in the 
present imperfect finish of the statue, or In the material 
of clay, as being a bellcr medium of expression than 
even marble ; but ceriniuly 1 have seldom been more im- 
pressed by a piece of modern sculpture. Hiss IJosiner 
showed us photographs of her Puck — which I have 
seen in the marble — and likewise of the Will-o'-the- 
\Vis[i, both very pretty and fanciful. It indicates much 
variety of power, that Zenobia should be the sister of 
these, which would seem the more natural offspring of 
her quick and vivid character. But Zenobia is a high, 
heroic ode. 
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.... On my way up the Yin Babuino, I met General 
Pierce. We Inure taken two ov three walks together, 
.'iixi st raj' among ihf Hoimm ruins, and old scenes uf his- 
tory, talking: of matters in ivliicli bo is personal ly eou- 
cerncd, yet which arc- as liisiorii: as anything around us. 
He. is singularly little changed -, 1 lie more 1 see him, the 
move 1 get him back, just such as lit was in our youth. 
This morning, his face, air, anil smile were so woudcrfully 
like liimself of old, thai at- least thirty years are annihi- 
lated. 

Zenobia's manacles serve as bracelets ; a very ingen- 
ious and suggestive idea. 

Merck ~\y.h. — T went to the sculpht re-gallery of She 
Capitol yesterday, ami saw, among other things, the 
Yentis in lier secret cabinet. This was my second view 
of her: the first time, 1 greatly admired her; now, she 
made no very favorable impression. There are twclily 
Yenuses wdiom I like as well, or belter. On the whole, 
she is a heavy, clumsy, iiuinielleolual, and commonplace 
figure; at all events, not in good looks to-day. Marble 
beauties seem lo suffer the same occasional eclipses as 
those of Iksli and blood. We looked at the Faun, the 
.living (iladiiilor, and oilier famous sculptures ; hut uolh- 

iug had a glory it d it, perhaps because (be siroeco was 

blowing. These halls of the Capitol have always had a 
dreary and depressing effect upon me, very different, from 
those of the Vatican. 1 know not why, except that Ihe 
rooms of the Capitol have a dingy, thubby, and neglected 
look, and that the statues are dusty, and all the arrange- 
ments less magnificent than at the Vatican. The cor- 
roded and discolored suriiice.- of (he sullies lake away 
from the impression ol immortal youth, and turn Apollo* 
* The Lyeinn Apollo. 
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himself info an old sfouo; unless al rare intervals, when 
lie appears transfigured by a light gleaming from within. 

Mttrck 23S. — I am wearing away listlessly these last 

precious cifi-vs of my allude in Home. U ■'» illness is 

disheartening, and by cnnlining , it takes away the 

energy and enterprise llial were (he spring of all our 
movements. I am weary nf Homo, without having seen 
and known it. as 1 outrlit, and I shall lie- glad to tret away 
from it, Ihungh no doubt I here will he many yearnings to 
return hereafter, and tnaiiy regrets that J did not make 
better use ot the oppurl unities within my grasp. Still, I 
have been in liomc long enough to be iailniod ivLl-h its 
atmosphere, and this is the essential condition of know- 
ing a place; for such knowledge does not consist in 
having seen every particular object ii contains. In the 
state of mind in which .1 now stand towards Home, there 
is very little advantage to be gained by staying here 
longer. 

And yet I had a pleasant sfnill enough yesterday after- 
noon, all by myself, from the Oorso down past the Church 
of St, Andrea dell a. Vail e, — the site where Casar was 
murdered, — and thenee lo the r'arnose Palace, the noble 
court of which T entered ; thenee to the Pia^.a C'ciici, 
where I looked at one or two ngly old palaces, and fisurl 
on one of them as the residence of Pealrico's father ; then 
past the Temple of Vesta, and skirting along the Tiber, 
and beneath the Avenline, till 1 somewhat unc\pcctcdly 
came in sight of the. gray pyramid of Cains Cestius. I 
went out of the eity gale, and leaned on the parapet that 
eueloses the pyramid, advancing its high, unbroken slope 
and peak, where the great, blocks of marble still ill almost 
as closely to one another as when they were first laid ; 
though, indeed, there are crevices just large enough for 
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plants to root themselves, nud flaunt and trail over ihe 
fate of litis great torrid; only a little verdure, however, 
over a vast space of unn'ole, st.bi v:\ac. in spots, but per- 
vadingly turned gray liy two thousand years' action of 
the atmosphere. Thence I came home by the Oirliarj, 
and sat down on air ancient Uight of steps under one of 
the arches of the Coliseum, into which i lie sunshine fell 
sidelong. It was a delightful afternoon, not. precisely 
like any weather that I have known elsewhere ; certainly 
never in America, where if. is always too cold or too hot. 
It. resembles summer more than anything which we-New- 
jii inlanders recogui/,o in our idea oi spring, but Ihcre was 
an indescribable something, sweet, fresh, gentle, that does 
mil. belong io summer, and thai thrilled and tickled my 
heart with a feeling partly sensuous, partly spiritual. 

I go to I he Bank and read OaUfjnaiil and the Ameri- 
can newspapers: tbei.ee I stroll to the Pincian or to 
the Medici Gardens; I see a good deal of General 
Pierce, and we talk over his Presidential life, which, I 
now really think, he has no latent, desire nor purpose to 
renew. Yet he seeiris to have enjoyed it. while it lasted, 
and certainly lie was in his element, us an admiiiislrative 
man; not far-seeing, not possessed of vast stores of 
political wisdom in advance of his occasions, but en- 
dowed with a miraculous intuition of what, ought to be 
done just at the time for action. His judgment of 
things about him is wonderful, and his Cabinet, recog- 
nized it, as such ; for though they were men of great 
ability, lie was evidently the masicr-uiind among them. 
None of them were particularly his personal friends 
when Ire selected thorn; they all loved him when they 
parted; and he showed me a letter, signed by all, in 
which tlicy expressed I heir feelings of respect, and at- 
tachment at tire close of bis administration. There Was 
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a noble frankness on his part, that kept the atmosphere 

always clear among (lion:, ami in reference id this char- 
acteristic Governor Marey told liiin that tlie years dur- 
ing which lie had boon connected with his Cabinet hud 
been the happiest of his life- Speaking of Caleb Gush- 
ing, he told me that the unreliability, the fickleness, 
which is usually attributed to him, is an actual charac- 
teristic, but that it is intellectual, not moral. He has 
simli comprehensiveness, such menial vnnrlvam! activity, 
that, if left to himself, lie cannot keep fast hold of one 
view of tilings, and so cannot, without external help, be 
a consistent man. He needs t lie influence of a more 
single and slahk: judgment to keep him from dive I'g. :nev, 
and, on this condition, he is a most inestimable coad- 
jutor. As regards learning and abiiily, lie has no su- 
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was inconsistent \iilh bis natural character, and that it 
implied foresight and dexleril v bcv.nnl what any mortal 
is endowed with. I think so too; but nevertheless, 1 
was long ami long ago aware that be cherished a very 
high ambition, and that, though lie might not anticipate 
the highest tilings, he eared very little about, inferior 
objects. Then as to plans, I do not think that lie had 
any definite ones; but there was in liim a subtle faculty, 
a real instinct, l hal lauglit. him what was g >od for him, — 
that is tn say. promotive of Ids political success, -and 
made him inevitably dn it. lie had a magic touch, that 
arranged mailers with a delicate potency, which he 
himself hardly recognized; and he wrought through 
other minds so that neither he nor they always knew 
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when and Low far (Ley were under Lis influence. Be- 
fore Lis no in ination for tlie Presidency I Lad a sense 
tliat it was coining, and it, never seemed to me an acci- 
dent. He is a most singular character', si> frank, so true, 
so immediate, so sulil.k:, so simple, so complicated. 

I passed by the tower in tlie Via Portoghese to-day, 
and observed tint, tlie nearest slu.jp appears (o be for the 



sale dl codiju or linen clottt, . . 
of tlie tower was half open ; of i 


. . I lie upper iuhIow 
■ourse, like all or almost 


all other Roman windows, it is 


divided vertically, and 


each half swings back on hinge 
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be all. It was Friday, 


and Lent besides, and poasjbl; 


i there was some other 


peculiar propriety in the const 


implion of fritters just 


then. At all events, their fii 


-e burned merrily from 


morning till nislif, and pretty late into the evening, aiul 


they Lad a line run of custom 


: the coiunindil V lining 


simply dough, cut into squia 


res or rhomboids, and 


thrown into the boiling oil, wit 


ich quickly turned them 


to a light brown color. I sent J— to buy some, and, 


tasting one, it resembled an un 


spcakably bad dun-bunt, 


without any sweetening. In fa 


ct, it was sour, for the 


Romans like their bread, and 


all their preparations of 


flour, in a state of acetous fei 
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litem instead of salt or other I 


Mndiment. This fritter- 
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shop Ii.kI grown ii]) in a night, like Aladdin's palace, and 
vanished as suddenly ; for after slaiiiiins through Friday, 
Saturday, and Sunday, it was gone on Monday morning, 
and a eharcoal-st.rewn place on the pavement where the 
furnace had been was the only memorial of it. It Was 
curious to observe how immediately ii became a loun- 
giug-place for idle people, who stood and talked all 
day with the fritter- friers, just as they might at any 
old shop in the basement of a palace, or between the 
half-buried pillars of the Temple of Minerva, which 
had been familiar tu them and their remote grand- 
fathers. 

April lilk — Yesterday afternoon .[ drove with Mr. 
and Mrs. Story and Mr. Wilde to see a statue of Venus, 
which has just been discovered, outside of the Porta 
I'ortese, on the other side of the Tiber. A little dis- 
tance beyond the gate wc came to the entrance of a 
vineyard, with a wheel-track through the midst of it; 
and, following this, we soon came to a hillside, in which 
an excavation hail been made with the purpose of build- 
ing a grotto for keeping and storing wine. They bad 
dug down into what seemed to be an ancient bath- 
room, or some structure of that kind, the excavation 
being square and cellar-like, and built round with old 
subterranean walls of brick and stone. Within this 
hollow space the statue bad been found, and it was 
now standing against one of the walls, covered with a 
coarse cloth, or a canvas bag. This being removed, 
Ihere appeared a headless marble fourc, eavlh -stained, of 
course, and with a slightly corroded surface, but won- 
derfully delimit' and beautiful. Ihe shape, size, and atti- 
tude, apparently, of I he Venus tie' Medici, but, as we all 
thought, more beautiful than that. It is supposed to 
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be the original, from which tk: Venus de' Mciliei was 
copied. Both arms wrrt broken oil', hut. I lie greater part 
of bolli, and nearly the whole of one hand, had beeo 
found, and these being adjusted to the ligure, they took 
the- well-known position before the bosom and the middle, 
us if the fragmentary woman retained her instinct of mod- 
esty to the last. There were the marks on the bosom 
and thigh where the tinkers hud touched ; whereas in the 
Venus do' Meiiiei, if 1. remember rightly, the fingers 
are sculptural quite free of the person. The man who 
showed the statue now lilted from a corner a round block 
of marble, which had been king there among other frag- 
ments, and this he placed upon the shattered neck of the 
Venus: and behold, it was her head and face, perfect, 
all but the nose! Even in spite of this mutilation, it 
seemed immediately to light up and vivify the entire 
figure ; arid, whatever I may heretofore have written 
about the countenance of the Venus de' Medici, I here 
record my belief that that head has been wrongfully 
foisted upon the statue; at all events, it is unspeakably 
inferior to this newly discovered one. This face has a 
breadth and front which are strangely deficient in the 
other. The eyes are well opened, most unlike the but- 
tonhole lids of the Venus dc' Medici ; the whole head is 
so much larger as to entirely obviate the criticism 1lu.it 
lias always been made on the diminutive head of the De' 
Medici statue. If it had but a nose ! They ought to 
sift every handful of earth that lias been thrown out of 
the cxeavuilon, for the nose and the missing hand and 
lingers most needs be there; and, if they were found, 
the effect would be like the reappearance of a divinity 
upon earth. Mutilated as we saw her, it was strangely 
interesting to be prose.!!' at the moment, as it wore, when 
she bad just risen from lier long burial, and was slied- 
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ding- I he unquenchable lustre around her which no eye 
hail seen for twenty or more centuries. The earth still 
e!ung about her; her beautiful lips were lull of it, till 
Mr. Story look a thin chip of wood and cleared it away 
from between them. 

The proprietor of the vineyard stood by ; a man with 
the most purple face and Imprest and reddest nose that 1 
ever beheld in my life. It must have taken innumerable 
hogsheads of his linn vintage to empurple his lace in (Iks 
manner. He chuckled mueh over I he statue, and, I sup- 
pose, counts upon making his fortune hy it. He is now 
awaiting a bid from tli,; 1'npal government, which, I be- 
lieve, lias the right of pre-emption whenever any relies of 
ancient art are discovered. If the statue eould but be 
bin nailed i j'«' of llaly, it might eommaud almost any 
price. There is not, I think, any name of a sculptor on 
the pedestal, as on that of the Venus de' Medici. A 
dolphin is sculptured on the pillar against which she 
leans. The statue is of Greek marble. It was first 
found about eight days ago, but has been olt'ered for in- 
spection only a day or two, and al ready the visitors Come 
in throngs, and the beggars gather almut the entrance of 
the vineyard. A wine shop, too, seems to have been 
opened on the premises for the accommodation of this 
trreal concourse, anil we saw a row of German artists sil- 
ting at a long table in the open air, each with a glass of 
thin wine and something so eat before him ; for the Ger- 
mans refresh nature ten times to other persons once. 

How the whole world might be peopled with antique 
beauty if tha Romans would only dig ! 

Aprit VStk. — General Pierce leaves Rome tins morn- 
ing for V emee, liv way of Aneona, and taking the steamer 
thence to Trieste. I had hoped to make the journey 
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along with him ; but U 's terrible illness has marie it 

neeessary for us In continue lu:rc another month. Mid we 
arc thankful thai t.liis seems mra to be the extent of our 
misfortune. Never having had any trouble before that 
pierced into my very vitals, 1 did not know what com- 
fort there might, lie in the manly sympathy of a friend ; 
but Pierce lias undergone so great, a sorrow of bis own, 
and has so large and kindlv a heart, and is so tender ami 
so Strong, that.' lie really did mi: goad, and i shall ;ilwavs 
love him the better for- the recollect ion of his ministra- 
tions in these dark days. Thank God, the thing we 
dreaded did not come to pass. 

Pierce is wonderfully little changed. Indeed, now 
that be lias won and enjoyed — if there were anv enjoy- 
ment in it — the highest success that public life could 
give him, lie seems more like what lie was in his early 
youth than at anv subsequent period, lie is evidently 
happier than I have ever known him since our college 
days: satisfied with what be has been, and with the posi- 
tion in the country that remains to him, after Idling such 
an office. Amid all bis former successes, — early as tbey 
eame, and great as they were, — 1 always pereeived that 
something gnawed within him, and kepi liitn forever rest- 
less and miserable. Nothing he won was worth the whi- 
ning, except as a- step trained Inward the summit. I 
cannot tell bow early he began to look towards the Presi- 
dency; but 1 believe be would have died an unhappy man 
without it. And yet what, iiilinite chances there seemed 
to be against his attaining it. ! When 1 look at it in one 
way, it. strikes me as absolutely miraculous ; in another, 
it eauie like an event that. I bad all along expected. ]t 
was due to his wonderful laet, which is of so subtle a 
character that he hiuiHclf is bul pari udly sensible of it. 

J have found in him, here in Koine, the whole of my 
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curly friend, and oven teller than I used (a know him; a 
heart as true and alfeol innate, a iiiiinl much widened and 
deepened by his experience of hie. He Isold jusl tilt 
same relation to each other as of yore, and we liavc 
passed all tin; turning-off places, and may hope to go 
on together si ill iln: same dear friends as long as we live. 
I do not love him one whit tin: less for having been Pres- 
ident, nor for bavin™ done me llie greatest good in his 
power; a laet lliat, speaxs eltiqueullv in lus favor, and 
perhaps says a little lor myself, IF lie had been merely 
a bcn.H'aclor, perhaps I might not liave boroe it so well; 
hut each did his best for the other as Friend For Friend. 

Mug \%th. — Yesterday afternoon we went to the 

Tiarberiui pielure-g'illery to take a Farewell look at the 
lienlrice Cenei, wliieh I liavc twice visited before since 
our return from Florence. I attempted a description oF 
it at my first visit, more than a year ago, but the pietnre 
is quite indeserihahle and unareounlabic in ils elTeei, for 
if yon attempt to nnaly/.o it, yon can never succeed in gel- 
tin™ at the sterol of its fascination. Its poenliui' expres- 
sion eludes a siraighl forward glance, and can only be 
Candid by side glnnp-.es, or when tile eye falls upon it 
easnally, as it. were, and without. I liinking !o discover any- 
thing, as if (.lit: picture, bad a life and consciousness of ils 
own, and were resolved not to betray ils secret "of ™rief 
or guilt, thou;;'] it wears the full expression of it when 
ii imagines itself unseen. I think no other such magical 
cu'ect can ever have been wrouurlil by pencil. I looked 
close into its eyes, with a determination to see all that 
there was in them, and could sec nothing lliat might, not 
bate been In any young girl's eyes ; and yet, a moment 
afterwards, there was the expression — seen aside, and 
vanishing in a moment — of a being uuiimuani/ed by 
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some terrible fuie, and ga/ing at me out of a remote and 

inaccessible region, where she was fri«rli1 c-ucel to be alone, 
but where no sympathy could roach her. The mouth is 
beyond measure touching ; tin; lips apart,, looking as in- 
nocent as a baby's after it has boon crying. The picture 
novel- can bo copied, (luido himself could not have done 
it over again. The copyists gel. all sorts of expression, 
guy. as well as grievous; some copies have a coquettish 
nil-, a half-backward glance, thrown alluring at. I lie spec- 
tator, hut nobody over did eat oil, or ever will, the vanish- 
ing charm of thai sorrow. I hated to leave (ho picture, 
and yet was glad "hen 1 had taken my last glimpse, be- 
cause it so perplexed ai.d troubled uie not to be able to 
get hold of its secret. 

Thence we went to the. Church of the Capuchins, and 
saw Guide's Archangel. 1 have been several limes to 
this church, hut- never saw the picture before, though I 
am familiar with the mosaic eony at St. Peter's, and had 
supposed the latter to lie an equivalent representation 
of the original. It is nearly or ipiit.e so as respects the 
general rlt'eet ; but there is a beauty ill (he archangel's 
I'aee that immeasurably surpasses the copy, — the expres- 
sion of heavenly severity, and a degree of pain, I rouble, 
or disgust, at. being brought in contact with sin, even for 
the purpose of quelling aod punishing it. There is some- 
thing finical in the copy, which I do not find in the origi- 
nal. The sandalled feet are bore those of an angel; in 
the mosaic they are those' of a celestial eoxeomb, treading 
daintily, as if he "ore afraid. I hey would ho soiled by the 
touch of Lucifer. 

After looking at the Archangel we went, down under 
the church, guided by a fleshy monk, and saw the Curious 
cemolcry, where llic dead luoiiLs of many centuries back 
have been laid to sleep in sacred earth from Jerusa- 
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Hutd des Colonies, ~SI a ,••.•■ i'drs. Ma;/ 2!)M, Saturday. 

- - Wednesday was the day iixe.d Cor our departure from 
Home, and after breakfasl I walked to t.lie l'inciavi, and 
saw i.lie garden and the city, and the ISorghese grounds, 
aiul St, Peter's in an earlier sunlight than ever before. 
.Mel bought they never looked so beautiful, nor the sky 
so bright arid blue. I saw Soracle on the horizon, and 
I looked at everything as if for [he last time ; nor do I 
wish ever to see any of these object? again, though no 
place ever took so strong a hold of my being as Home, 
nor ever seemed so close to me and so strangely familiar. 
I seem to know it better than my birthplace, and to have 
known it. longer ; and tiling]] I b.ive been very miserable 
there, and languid with the effeets of the atmosphere, 
anil disgusted with a thousand things in its daily life, still 
I cannot say I hale it, perhaps might, fairly own a love 
for it. But life being too short for such quesl ionable 
and iroublesonie enjoyments, I desire never to set eyes 

.... We Iraversed again that same weary and dreary 
tract of country which we passed over in a winter after- 
noon and night on our first arrival in Rome. It is as 
desolate a Country as ean well be iinag'u::d, but about niid- 
way of our journey we came to the sea-shore, and kept- \rry 
near if during (he rest of the way. The sight and fra- 
grance of it were exceedingly ivl'm^liing after so long an 

interval, and TJ revived visibly as wc rushed along, 

while J— chuckled and omtuLled himself with incli'ablc 
delight. 

We reached Civila Veceliia in three or four hours, 

and were there subjected to various troubles All 

the while Miss S and I were bothering about the 
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passport, the rest of Ik family sat in tlie sun on the 
quay, with all kinds of bustle and confusion around them ; 
a very trying experience to U after the long seclu- 
sion and quiet of her sick-chamber. But she did not 
seem to suffer from it, and wc finally readied the steamer 

in good condition and spirits 

I slept wretchedly iu my short and narrow berth, 
more especially as there was an old gentleman who 
snored as if he were sounding a charge; it was terri- 
bly hot. too, and I rose before four o'clock, and was 
on deck amply in time to watch the distant approach 
of sunrise. We arrived at Leghorn pretty early, and 
might have gone ashore and spent the day. Indeed, we 
had been recommended by Dr. Franco, and had fully 
purposed to spend a week or ten days (here, ill expec- 
tation of benefit to U -'s health from the sea air 

and sea bathing, because he thought her still too feeble 
to make the whole voyage to Marseilles at a stretch. 
But she showed herself so strong that we thought she 
would get as much good from our three days' vovasre as 
from the days by the sea -shove. Jloreover, .... we 
all of us still felt the languor of the Human atmosphere, 
and dreaded Ibe hubbub and crazy confusion of landing 

at an Italian port So wc lay in the harbor all 

day without, stirring from the steamer It would 

have been pleasant, however, to have gone to Pisa, fif- 
teen miles oil', and scat i lie leaning tower ; but, for my 
part, I have arrived at that point where il is somewhat 
pleasanter to sit quietly in any spot whatever than to 
see whatever grandest or most beautiful thing. At 
least this was my mood in the harbor of Leghorn. 
1'l'om the deck of the .steamer there were many thing- 
visible (bat might have been interesting to describe: 
the boats of peculiar rig, and covered with awning ; the 

VOL. II. IU 
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crowded .shipping ; the disembarkation of horses from 
the French cavalry, which were lowered from steamers 
iuro gondolas or lighlers. ami hung motionless, like the 
sign of the Golden [''leece, during the transit, only kick- 
in;; ;i little when their feet, hijipened to gra/,c the vessel's 
side. One horse plonged overboard, ami narrowly cs- 
ejped drowning. There was likewise a diseiiiljarkalioo 
oE French soldiers in. a train of boats, which rowed 
shoreward with sound of tnnupet. The French are con- 
eeutraling a considerable number of troops sir. this point. 

Our steamer was detained by order of the Freud) 
government to fake on board despatches; so that, in- 
stead of Sidling at dusk, as is customary, we lay in the 
harbor till seven of the next morning. A number of 
young Sardinian oliicers, in green uniform, Came On 
board, and a pale and picturesque-looking Italian, and 
other worthies of less note, — ■ fhiglish, American, and 
of all races, — among Iheni a Turk with a little boy in 
Christian dress; also a Creek gent Ionian with his youus 
brido. 

At the appointed time we weighed anchor for Gcuoa, 
and had :i beautiful day on the Mediterranean, and for 
the first time in my life I saw the real dark blue of the 
sea. I do not remember noticing it on my outward 
voyage to Italy. It is Ihe most beautiful hue Uial. can 
be imagined, like a liquid sky; ami it retains its lus- 
trous blue directly under the side of the ship, where the 

water of the mid-Atlantic looks greenish We 

reached Genoa at seven in the afternoon Genoa 

looks most picturesquely from the sea. at. the fool of a 
sheltering semicircle of lofty hills; and as we lay in the 
harbor we saw, among other interesting objects, Ihe 
great Doria Palace, with its gardens, and the cathedral, 
and a heap and sweep of stalely edifices, with the moun- 
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tains luukiiijr down upon (lie city, and crowned wil.li for- 
tresses. Tin"; variety of line in lli<: bouses, white, green, 
pink, anil orange, was very remarkable, li would ban; 
been well to go ashore litre lor an hour or Inn and see 
I hi' st reels, — having already seen (In: palaces, churches, 
and public buildings at. our former visit., — and buy a 
few specimens of Genoa goldsmiths' work; but I pre- 
ferred (he steamer's deck, so (lie evening passed pleas- 
am ly a way ; (In: two liuhdinu^is at. (he cut ranee of (tie 
port kindled up their fires, and at nine o'clock the 
evening gun thundered IVoin (lie forlress, and was rever- 
berated from tin: heights. "We sailed away at eleven, 
and I was roused from my first sleep by ibe snorlings 
anil hissings of the vessel as she got under way. 

At, Genoa we took on board some more passengers, an 
Kngiish nohliiuiin with ids lady being of (lie number. 

These were Lord and Lady J , and before the end 

of our voyage his lordship talked to me of a translation 
of Tasso in which lie is engaged, and a slanza or two of 
which be repeated to me. I really liked (lie lines, and 
liked too the simplicity and frankness with which lie 
spoke of it to me a si ranger, and the way lie seemed to 
separate his egotism from the idea which he evideully 
had that lie is going (o make an excellent translation. 
I sincerely hope it may be so. He began it without any 
idea of publishing it, or of ever bringing it to a conclu- 
sion, but merely as a solace and occupation while in 

great- ironbli: ilorin™ an illness of his wife, but lie has 
gradually come to find it Ibe most, absorbing occupation 
he ever undertook ; and as Mr. Gladstone and other 
high authorities give him warm encourage men t, lie 
now means to translate the entire poem, and to pub- 
lish it with beautiful illnstralions, and two years lieuee 

the world may expect to see it. I do not quite per- 
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Ci'ive hmv such a 111:111 as tliis — a man of frank, "Harm, 
simple, kindly nature, hut surely not of a poetical 
temperament, or very refined, in- highly cultivated — 
should make :i {rood version "I" Tasso's poems; liul per- 
haps the dead [Kiel's soul may take possession of this 
Imali.hy organization, and wholly turn him to its own 

The latter part of our voyage to-day lay close along 
the coast of France, which was hilly and picum/souc, 
and as we approached llarseiiles was very bold and 
striking. We steered among rocky islands, rising 
abruptly out of the sea, mere naked crags, without a 
trace of verdure upon them, and with the surf breaking 
at their foci.. They wore unusual specimens of what hills 
would look like without the soil, that is to them what 
flesh is to a skeleton. Their shapes were often wonder- 
fully line, and th ; great, headlands llirusl. themselves out, 
and look such hues of lighl and shade that it seemed like 
sailing through a picture. In the course of the after- 
noon a squall eame up and blackened the sky all over in 
a twinkling: our vessel pitched and tossed, and a brig a 
little way from ns had her sails blown about in wild 
fashion. The blue of the sea turned as black as night, 
mnl soon the ™in begun w spinier down upon us, null 
continued to sprinkle and drizzle a considerable time 
after the wind had subsided. It was quite cAlm and 
pleasant, when we entered I lie harbor of .Marseilles, "Inch 
lies at the foot of very fair hills, and is set among great 
chit's of si one. I did not allcud much lo this, however, 
being iu dread of the difficulty of landing and passing 
through the custom-house with our twelve or fourteen 
trunks and numberless carpel -bags. The trouble van- 
ished into thin air, nevertheless, as we approached it, for 
not a single Irani, or hag was op./iud, and, uoreover, 
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l i n t herbage and ourselves were nut only 1 : v ■. i l1 l- i. I , but 
the greiit.tr pa.it of it conveyed to tlie railway without 
any expense. Lung live Louis Napoleon, say I. Wc 
established ourselves at the Hotel des Colonies, and 

tiien Miaa S , J- •, and 1 drove hither and thither 

about. Marseilles, making arrangements for oar journey 
to Avignon, where we mean to go to-day. We might 
have avoided a good deal of this annovimee; bid trav- 
ellers, like oilier people, are coiiliniudiy gelling tlieir ex- 
perience just a little too late. It was after nine before 
ne got back Ui the hotel and took our tea in peace. 



Wild ill- !' Europe, June Int. — - 1 remember nothing 
very special to record about Marseilles; though it was 
really iike passing from death into life, to find ourselves 
in busy, cheerful, effervescing 1' ranee, alter living so 
lung between asleep and awake m sluggish Italy. Mar- 
seilles is a very interesting and entertaining town, with 
its bold surrounding heights, its wide si reels, — so they 
seemed to us alter the Roman alleys, — its squares, 
shady with Irces, ils divers. lied iK'puheion of sailors, 
citizens, Orientals, and what nut; but 1 have no spirit 
for description any longer ; being tired of seeing things, 
and still more of telling myself about them. Only a 
young traveller can have patience to write his travels. 
The newest ibings, nowadays, have a familiarity to my 
eyes; whereas in their lust sense of novelty lies the 
charm and power of description. 

On Monday (30th May), though it hegan with heavy 
rain, wc set early about our preparations for doparl- 
ure, .... and, at about three, we left the Hotel des 
Colonies. It is a very cum i'urt able hotel, though e\- 
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pensive. The Restaurant connected with it occupies the 
enclosed court-yard and tlie arcades around it ; and it 
was a good amusement to look down from the surround- 
ing gillcry, communicating with our apartments, and See 
tile fasliion and manner of French eating, all the time 
going forward. In sunny weather a great awning is 
sijrea.d over tin whole court, across from the upper sto- 
ries of the house. There is n grass-plat in the middle, and 
n very spacious and airy diuing-stdoon is thus formed. 

Our railroad carriage was comfortable, and we found 
in it, besides two other Frenchwomen, two nuus. They 
wore very devout, and sedulously rend their litlle books 
of devotion, repealed panel's under llieir breath, kissed 
" ind told a 
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passengers, it was shyly and askance, with their lips in 

motion all the litir;, like children afraid to let their eyes 
wand :r front Uidr L'ss'm-b-.iok. One of (hem, however, 
took occasion to pull down It-- — 's dress, which, in hor 
frisky movements about, the carriage, had got'out of 
place, loo high for Ihe nun's sense of decorum. Neither 
of l.liem was ill. all pretty, nor was the black stuff dress 
and white muslin cap in the least becoming, neither 
were their features of an intelligent or high-bred slump. 
Their manners, however, or such little glimpses as I 
could get of lliem, were unexceptionable; and when I 
drew 7 a enrinin to protect one of tiieni from the son, she 
made me a very courteous gest ore of thanks. 
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We liiul some very good views both of sea and hills; 
and a part of our way la. along ihe bunks of the Ithoue. 
.... By the by, at the Million at Marseilles I bought 
the two volumes of the " I.ivrc des Mt'rvcillcs," by a 

certain author oi'niy aetpiaiDtauei', transhiled inl.u I'rctich, 
and printed and illustrated in very pretty style. Miss 

S also bought them, and, in answer to her inquiry 

for other works by the same author, the bookseller ob- 
served thai ' : she did not think Monsieur Nathaniel had 
published anything else." The Christian name seems to 
bo the most important one in France, and still more es- 
pecially in Italy. 

We arrived at Avignon, Hotel de 1'Europe, in the 

dusk of the evening The lassitude of Rome still 

clings to us, and I, at least, feol no spring of life or 
activity, whether at mom or eve. In the morning we 
found ourselves very pleasantly silnaled iis regards lodg- 
ings. The gallery of our suite of rooms looks down as 
usual into an enclosed court, three sides of which are 
formed by (he sloue house and ils two wings, and 1 lie 
third by a high wall, with a gale way of iron between 
two lofty stone pillars, which, for their capitals, have 
great stone vases, with grass growing in them, and 
hanging over the brim. There is a large plane-tree in 
one corner of the eonrt, and creeping plants clamber.up 
trellises; and there are pots of flowers and bird-cages, 
all of which give a very fresh and cheerful aspect to llie 
enclosure. The eonrt is paved wilh small round stones; 
tin: omnibus belonging to the hold, and all the carriages 
of guests, drive into it; and the wide arch of the 
si able-door opens under the central part of the house. 
Nevertheless, the scene is not in all respects that of a 
stable-yard ; for genlleiueii and ladies conic from the 
sidle a oiaug.-ir and other rooms, and stand talking ill 
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be of the first class, though such would not be indi- 
cated, either in Kngknd or America, by thus mixing 
up the stable with the lodgings, I have taken two or 

three rambles about tlic town, iind have climbed a high 
rock which dominates over it, and gives a most exten- 
sive view from the broad table-bind of its summit. The 
old chureb of Avignon — as old as the times of its 
popes, and older 'Stands close beside ibis mighty ami 
missive crag. We went, into it, and found it a dark 
old place, with broad, interior u relics, anil a singularly 
shaped dome; a venerable (iot.hic and Grecian ]iorcli, 
with aiieieul. frescos in its arched spaces; some dusky 
pictures within ; an ancient chair of stone, formerly oc- 
cupied by the popes, and much else that would have 
been exceedingly intcresring before I went to Rome. 
But Home takes the charm out of all inferior antiquity, 
as well as the life out cf human beings. 

Tins forenoon J and I have crossed the Rhone by 

a bridge, just the other side of one of (he city gates, 
which is near our hotel. We walked along the river- 
side-, and saw (lie ruins of an aueient bridge, which cuds 
abruptly in the midst, of the stream ; two or three arches 
still leaking tremendous strides across, while the others 
have long ago been crumbled away by the rush of the 
rapid river. The bridge was originally founded by Ml. 
lieuexet, who received a Divine order to undertake the 
work, while yet a shepherd-boy, with only three sous 
in his pocket; and he proved the authenticity of the 
mission by taking an immense stone on his shoulder, and 
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laying it for the foundation. Tliere is still an ancient 

clnipel midway Dii 1 1n: bridge, iind 1 believe St. Bcne/.ct 
lies buried there, in (lie. midst of hi* dilapidated work. 
The bridge now used is considerably lower down the 
stream. It is a wooden suspension-bridge, broader than 
the ancient one, and doubtless more tliau supplies ils 
place; else, unquestionably, St. Bcnezet would thin]; it 
necessary to repair bis own. The view from the inner 
side of this ruined si ntoliirc, ^rass-grown and weedy, 
and leading in such n precipitous plunge into the swift 
river, is very picturesque, in connection villi the gray 
town and above- it, 1 1n: groul, massive hub; of lite cliff, 
(lie towers of the church, and of a vast, old edifice, shape- 
less, ugly, ami venerable, which the popes built and occu- 
pied as their palace, many centuries ago 

After dinner we all set out on a walk, in Ilic course of 

which we called at. a bookseller's shop to show U an 

enormous cat, which I had already seen. It is of the 
Angora breed, of a mottled yellow color, and is really 
a wonder; as big and hroad as a tolerably si/cd dog, 
very soft and silken, and apparently of the gentlest dis- 
position. I never imagined the like, nor felt, anything so 
deeply soft as ibis great beast. Ils master seems very 
loud and proud of it ; and, great, favorite as the Cat is, 
she docs not take airs upon herself, but is gently shy 
and timid in her demonstrations. 

We ascended the great ltocher above the palace of the 
popes, and on our way looked into the old church, wliieh 
was so dim in the decline of day that we could not see 
wilhin the dusky arches, throng!) which the chapels com- 
municated with the nave. Thence we pursued our way 
up the farther ascent, and, standing on the edge of the 
precipice, - prelected by a pair.pef of stone, and in other 
places b\ an iron railing, — we could look down upon the 
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road that winds its du-.ky track fir below, and at tlic 
river Rhone, which eddies elosa beside it. This is indeed 
a massive and lofty culT, and it tumbles (lawn so precipi- 
tously t.hnt I could triad i ly have iliuiir mysv'lf from the 
bank, iiinl alighted on iny head in l.k: middle of t.lie river. 
The Rhone passes so near its base that 1 threw stones 
a frond way into ils current. We t:dked with a man of 
Aviguou, who leaned over tin; parapet near by, and lie 
was very kind in explaining 1 lie points of view, and told 
us that the river, which winds and donbles upon itself 
so as to look like at least two rivers, is really the Rhone 
alone. Tile D'.iranee joins with it within a few miles b=- 
low Avignon, but is here Invisible. 

Hotel de T Europe, Jam 2,7. — This morning we went 

again to the Tluomo of the popes; and this time we al- 
lowed the enstode, or sacristan, to show us I lie ouriosi- 
ties of It. lie led us into a chapel apart, and showed us 
the old Gothic tomb of Pope John XXII., where the 

recumbent statue of ilie pope lies beneath one of those 
beautiful and venerable canopies of stone which look at 
(Hire so light and so solemn. J know not how many hun- 
dred years old it is, bnl. cveryl liiitg of (iot.lne origin has 
a faculty of conveying the idea of ago ; whereas classic 
forms seem to have nothing to do with time, and so lose 
the kind of impn:ssivcne.ss that arises from suggestions of 
decay and the past. 

In the sacristy the guide opened a cupboard that con- 
tained the jewels and sacred treasures of the church, and 
showed a most exquisite figure of Chris!, in ivory, repre- 
sented as on a cross of ebony ; and it was executed with 
wonderful truth and force of expression, and with great 
beauty likewise. I do not see what a l'ulUeiiElli marble 
statue could have had that was lacking in this little ivory 



by Google 



1869.] FRANCE. 227 

fiu'Ure nf hardly H101T thai] it 1'l'Kli tiiirli. It is ilhtJtlt two 

centuries old j by an unknown artist. There is another 
famous ivory statuette in Avignon which seems to he 
more celebrated than this, hut. can hardly be superior. I 
shall gladly look at it if it comes in my way. 

Next to this, the prettiest tiling (he man showed us 
was a circle of emerald*, in one of the holy implements ; 
and then lie exhibited a Jink bit of a pope's skull ; also a 
great old crozier, lliat looked as if made chiefly nf silver, 
anil partly gift ; bid 1 saw where the plating of silver was 
worn away, and betrayed tiie copper nf its neliial sub- 
stance. There were two or three picture.? in (lit sacristy, 
by ancient and modern French artists, very unlike the 
productions of the Kalian masters, but not without a 
beauty of their own. 

Leaving the sacristy, we returned into the church, 

where U -and J began 1 nil raw (lie pope's old stone 

chair. There is a beast, or perhaps more than one, gro- 
tesquely sculptured upon ii : the scat is hirrh and square, 
the back low and pointed, and it offers no enticing prom- 
ise to a weary man. 

The interior of the church is massively picturesque, 
with its vaulted roof, and a stone gallery, heavily orna- 
mented, running along each side of the nave. Each arch 
of the nave gives admittance to a chapel, in all of which 
there are pictures, am! sculptures in most, of them. One 
of these chapels is of the time of Charlemagne, and lias a 
vaulted roof of admirable architecture, covered with fres- 
cos of modern date and little merit. In an adjacent 
ehapcl is the stone monument of j'opc Benedict, whose 
statue reposes on if, like many which I have seen in the 
ealhedrai of York and other old English churches. In 
itnolhrr part Ave saw a monument, consisting of a plain 
slab supported on pillars; it is said to be of a Roman or 
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very early Christian epoch. In another chapel was a 

figure of Christ in wax, I believe, and clothed in real 
drapery; a very ugly object. Also, a figure reposing 
under a slab, which strikes (be speelutor with the idea 
that it is really a dead person enveloped in a shroud. 
There arc window's of painted glass in sonic of the chap- 
els; and the gloom of the dimly lighted interior, espe- 
cially l.i!'ii;:.illi the broad, low arches, is very impressive. 

While wc were there some women assembled at one of 
the altars, and weal, through their aels of devotion with- 
out the help of a priest ; one and another of them alter- 
nate!;, 1 repealing prayers, to which the rest responded. 
The murmur of their voices took a musical tone, which 
was reverberated by (he vaulted arches. 

U and I now came out ; and, under the porch, 

wo found an old woman selling rosaries, little religious 
books, and other holy things. We bought two little 
medals of the Immaculate Virgin, one purporting to be 
of silver, the other of gold ; but as both together cost. 
only two or three sous, the genuineness of the material 
may welt lie doubled. We sat down on the steps of a 
crucifix which is placed in front of the church, and the 
children began to draw the porch, of which I hardly 
kuaw whether to call the architecture classic or Gothic 
{as I. said before); at all events it has a. venerable aspect, 
and there are frescos within its arches by Si mono lleuimi. 
.... The popes' palace is contiguous to the church, 
and just below it, on tin: hillside. It is now occupied as 
barracks by some regineues of soldier-, a number of whom 
\vr,K lounging before (lie entrance; but we passed (lie 
sentinel without being challenged, and addressed our- 
selves to the concierge, who readily assented to our re- 
quest to be shown through the edifice. A. 1'reneh gen- 
tleman and lady, likewise, came with similar purpose, and 
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went the rounds along with us. The palace is such a 

confused heap and conglomeration of buildings, that it. is 
impossible In get nil Inn any sort of a regular description. 
It is a huge, shapeless mass of architecture ; and if it 
ever had any pretence to a plan, it has lost it in (lie 

modern alterations. I'm: iuslauoc, an nnincuse and lofty 
chapel, or rather church, lias hud two floors, one above 
the oilier, laid at different singes of its height; and the 
upper one of these floors, lvliieli extends just where the 
arches of the vaulted roof begin to spring from the pil- 
lars, is ranged round with the beds of one of the regi- 
ments of soldiers. They arc small iron licdsfcnds, each 
with ils narrow mattress, and covered with a dark blan- 
ket. On some of them lay or lounged a soldier ; oilier 
soldiers were cleaning their aeeoutroineiits ; elsewhere 
we saw parlies of them playing cards. Ho it, was wher- 
ever wc went, among lltuse large, dingy, gloomy halls and 
chambers, which, nn doidii, vere once stately and sump- 
tuous, with piel urcs, with tapestry, anil all sorts oi'adoiu- 
ment. that (lie .Middle Ages knew how to use. The win- 
dows threw a sombre Unlit through embrasures at lea*! 
two feet thick. There were staircases of magnificent 
breadth. We were shown into two small chapels, in dif- 
ferent parts of the building, both eonlaiuing (lie remains 
of old frescos wofully defaced. In one of them was a. 
light, spiral slnirease of iron, built in the centre of the 
room as a means of contemplating the frescos, which 

were said to be the work of our old friend Giotto 

Filially, we climbed a Ions;, bmg, narrow' stair, built in 
the lliiekness of the wall, and thus gained access to the 
top of one of Ibe towers, whence we saw the noblest 
landscapes, mountains, plains, and the Rhone, broad and 
bright, winding hither ami thither, as if it had lost its 
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Beneath our feet was the gray, ugly old palace, and 

its many courts, just as void of system and as inconceiva- 
ble as when we were burrowing through its bewildering 
passages. No end ot historical romances might lie made 
out of this eastie of tlic popes ; and lliere ought to be a 
ghost in every moiii, and droves of them ill some of the 
rooms; for lliere have b?en murders here, in the gross 
and in detail, as well hundreds of years ago, as no 
lunger baek than llie French devolution, "lien there was 
a great, massacre in one of the courts. Traces of this 
bloody business were visible in aetnal stains on the wall 
only a few years ago. 

Heturiiiiist to the room of the eoucirrge, wbo, being a 
little si id' wit It ai;e, had sent an atlendanl round wii.li its, 
instead of accompanying ns in person, he showed us a 
picture of Rietizi, the last, of the Human, tribunes, who 
was once a prisoner here. On a table, beneath the pic- 
lure, stood a little vase of earthenware containing some 
silver coin. We took it as a hint, in the customary style 
of French elegance, that, a fee should he deposited here, 
instead of beiusr put into the hand of llie concierge ; so 
the French gentleman deposited halt a franc, and I, in 
in v miigiiiiieence, twice as much. 

Holet de I'F.tirope, June, GIL — We are still here, 
.... I have been daily to the Hoeher des Dons, and 
have grown familiar with the old ebureh on its declivity. 
I think I might, become at.iacbed to it by seeing it often. 
A sombre old interior, wil.li ils heavy arches, and ils roof 
vaulted like the top of a trunk; its stone gallery, with 
ponderous adoruuicnls, running round three sides. I 
observe that ii is a d:til\ custom of the old women to say 
their prayers in concert, sometimes making a pil<rrim;i!re, 
as it were, from chapel to chapel. The voice of one of 



them is heard running through (.lie scries of potii ions, 
and at intervals Hie voices of the others join and swell 
into a chorus, so that it is like ii river etniuecl ing a series 
of lakes ; or, not to use so gigantic a simile, the one 
voice is like a thread, on which the heads of a rosary are 
strung. 

One day two priests came and sat down beside these 
prayerful women, anil joined in jlieir petitions. I am in- 
clined lo hope that there is something genuine in the de- 
votion of these old women. 

The view from the top of the Rochcr des Dons (a con- 
traction of Doininis) |;rmv! upon mc, and is truly mag- 
nificent ; a vast mountain-girdled plain, illuminated hy 
tlie far windings and reaches of the Rhone. The river 
is here almost as iurhid as the Tiber itself ; but, I remem- 
ber, in the upper part of its course the waters are beau- 
tifully Iranspnrent. A powerful rush is indicated by Ihe 
swirls and eddies of its broad surface. 

Yesterday was a race day at Avignon, and appai-cniiy 
almost the whole population and a great, many strangers 
streamed out of the city gate nearest our hotel, on their 
way to the race-course. There were many noticeable 
figures that might come well into a French picture or 
description: but only one remains in my memory, — a 
youngmanwith a wooden leg, setting off for the course — 
a walk of several miles, I believe — with prodigious cour- 
age and alacrity, flourishing his wooden leg with an air 
and grace lliat- seemed to render it positively flexible. 
The crowd returned towards sunset, and almost all night 
long, the streets and the whole air of the old town were 
full of song and merriment. There was a ball in a tern- 
pornry structure, covered with an awning, in the Place 
d'Iforioge. and a showman has erected his tent and 
spread forth his great painted canvases, announcing an 
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utiaeondu and ;i sea-i iger to be seen. J paid four 

sous for admittance, and found that the sea-tiger was 
nothing but a large seal, and the anaconda allotjfl lit'i" it 

I have rambled a ;;ood deal about, the town. Jls streets 
are crooked and perplexing, and paved with round peb- 
bles for (he most pat'!, which itlford mure uncoinforlublc 
pedestriani-ut than (he pavement of Runic itself. It ia 
an aneient-!ooking place, with sonic largo old mansions, 
biit feivt.halare individually impressive; though hcreand 
there one sees an antique entrance, a corner tower, or 
other bit of anliiptit.y, that, throws a venerable died, over 
the gray commonplace of" past centuries. The town is 
not. overclaim, and often there is a kennel of unhappy 
odor. There appear to have been many more churches 
and (levnlimiai establishments under the ancient domin- 
ion of the pnpej than have been kept iuac' in subsequent 
ages; the tower and facade of a cliurcb, for instance, 
form the front of a carpenter's shop, or some Such ple- 
beian place. The chnrch where Laura lay has quite dis- 
appeared, anil her tomb along with it. The town remimls 
me of Chester, (hough it does not in the least resemble 
it, and is not nearly so picturesque. Like Chester, it ia 
entirely surrounded by a wall ; and that of Avignon — 
though it. has no delightful pt'oniciuidc on its top, as the 
wail of Chester has- ■■■is (lie more perfeolly preserved in 
its rucdiaivul form, anil the more picturesque of the two, 

J and I have once or twice walked nearly round it, 

en icticing from the gate of Quelle, which is very near 

our hotel. From ibis point it. stretches for a considera- 
ble distance along by the river, and here there is a broad 
promenade, with trees, and blocks of stone for seats ; on 
one side " the arriiwy Klniue," generally carry i tig a Cool- 
ing breeze along with it; on tile other, the gray wall, with 
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i's b;a delimits mi:.! in lii'l'.ic' >::ii ioi:s, iitomuliiig over what 
was once t.ht: moat, bill which is now full of careless and 
untrained shrubbery. At intervals there are round tow- 
ers swelling out from the wall, and rising a littlu above 
it. After about hull 11 mile along llic river-side the wall 
turns at nearly right angles, and sl.iil there is a wide- road, 
a shaded wait, a boulevard ; and at .short distances are 
cafi'ss, with their lili.ie rnuiiii tables before. the door, or 
small shady nooks of shn.ibben . So jinnicrous are these 
retreats and pleasaunces thai 1 do not sees Isow the little- 
old town can support Ihcm all, especially as there arc a 
great many cafes within, the Mall;. I do not remember 
seeing any soMit-rs on guard at the numerous city gales, 
but. there is an ollioe in the side, of each gale for levying 
the octroi, and old women are sotnclimes on guard there. 

This morning, after breakfast, J ■ and I crossed 

the .sn.spension-bridgc close by the gate nearest our 
hotel, and walled to the aneient town of Villcueuvc, On 
the other side of the Rhone. The first bridge leads to 
an island, from the farther side of which another very 
long one, will! a timber foundation, accomplishes ike 
passage of the other branch of the Rhone. There was 
a good breeze on the river, but after crossing it we 
found the rest of the walk excessively hot. This town 
of Vindictive is of very ancient origin, and owes its 
existence, it is said, to the famous holiness of a female" 
saint, which gathered run ml her abode and burial-place 
a great many habitations of people who revere in re d her. 
She was the daughter of the King of Saragnssa, ami I 
presume she ehii.se this site because it was so rocky and 
desolate. Afterwards if bad a long metlueval history ; 
and in the time of the Avignon popes, the cardinals, 
regret till ol their abandoned Roman villas, built pleasure 
houses kerc, so that the town was called Villa Nuova. 
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these poor c:irilni:i:- hut a rude and sad cvcljn;]^ lor 
(k Boi-hcsc, the Albaui, the Pamfili Dork, and those 
other perfect.est results of mail's luxurious art. And 
probably the tradition of the Roman villas had really 
been kept alive, and extant examples of them all the 
way downward from the limes of the empire. But this 
Viileueuve is the stoniest, roughest town that can be 
imagined. There are a few lar-e old houses, to be sure, 
but built on a line with shabby village dwellings and 
bams, and so presenting little but samples of munificent 
shahbinoss. Perhaps I. might- have found traces of old 
splendor if I hud sought for tlicni ; hut, not having the 
history of the place in my mind, I passed through its 
■"■rambling streets without imagining lliat Princes of the 
Church Ink! once made (.heir abode hero. The inhabi- 
tants now are peasants, or chiefly such; though, for 
aught I know, some of the Krencb noblesse may bur- 
row in these palaces that look so like hovels. 

A large church, with a massive lower, stands near the 
centre of the town; and, of course, I did not fail to 
enter its arched door, — a pointed arch, with many 
frames and mouldings, one within another. An old 
woman was at her devotions, and several others came in 
and knelt during my stay there. It was quite an inter- 
nihil; interior ; a long nave, with six pointed Tirohes on 
each side, beneath which were as many chapels. The 
walls were rich uith pictures, not only in the ehapels, 
but up and down the nave, above the arches. There 
were gilded virgins, too, and much other quaint de- 
vice that produced an effect that I rather liked than 
otherwise. At the end of the church, farthest from the 
high altar, there were four columns of exceedingly rich 
marble, and a good deal mure of such mveioiis material 
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was wrought into the ehapeis and altars. There was an 
old stone scat, also, of some former pope or prelate. 
Tlie elmrcli was dim enough to cause tlie lamps in the 
shrines lo beemnc point' of vivid light, n'.id. hiking frooi 
end to end, it was a long, venerable, tarnished, Old 
World visia, not. at all tampered wiili by modern taste. 

We now went on oar way through the village, and, 
emerging IVom it gate, wctil clambering towards the cas- 
tle of St. Andre, which stands, perhaps, a quarter of a 
mile beyond it. This castle was built by Philip 1c Bel, 
as a restraint to the people of Avignon ia extending 
their power on this side of the Rhone, We happened 
not to take the most direct way, and so approached the 
castle on the farther side and were obliged to jro nearly- 
round the hill on which ii stands, before striking into 
the path which leads to its gale. It crowns a very hold 
and dillieuh hill, directly above the Rhone, opposite to 
Avignon, — which is so far oil' that objects are not 

minutely distinguishable, — I looking down upon the 

long, strangling town of YiLleneuve. It must have 
been a place of mighty strength, in its day. Its ram- 
parrs seem stilt almost entire, as looked upon from with- 
out, and when, at length, we climbed the rough, rocky 
pathway to the entrance, we found the two vast round 
towers, with their battl em ent.cd summits and arched 
gateway between them, just, as perfect as they could 
have been live hundred or more years ago. Some exter- 
nal defences are now, however, in a state of ruin; and 
there are only the remains of a tower, that onec arose 
between I lie two round lowers, and was apparently much 
more elevated than they. A little in front of the gate 
was a monumental cross of stone; and in the arch, be- 
tween the two round towers, were two little boys at 
play ; and an old woman soon showed herself, bat took 
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DO notice of us. Casting our eves within tin: gateway, 
wo saw what looked a rough village street, btl.wi.tt old 
houses built ponderously of stone, hut having far more 
the aspect of huts than of castle-halls. They were evi- 
dently 1 liu; dwellings of peasantry, jui.i neoiiie engaged i:i. 
rustic labor; and no doubt they have burrowed into the 
primitive structures of the castle, and, as they found 
convenient., have taken their crumbling materials to build 
barns and farm-houses. There was space anil accommo- 
dation for a very considerable population ; but the men 
were probably at work in the fields, and the only persons 
visible were the children aforesaid, and one or two old 
women bearing bundles of twigs on their backs. They 
showed no curiosity respecting us, and though (lie wide 
space included within the castle-rampart- seemed almost 
full of habitations ruinous or otherwise, .1 never found 
such a solitude in any ruin before. It contrasts very 
favorably In this particular with English castles, where, 
though you tk> not. find rustle villages within the warlike 
enclosure, there is always a padlocked gate, always a 
guide, and generally half a dozen idle tourists. But 
here was only antiquity, with merely the natural growth 
of fungous human life upon it. 

We went to the end of the castle court and sat down, 
for lack of other shade, among some inhospitable nettles 
that grew close to the wall. Close by us was a groat 
gap in the ramparts, ■ - it may have been a breach which 
was once stormed through ; and it now afforded us an 

airy and suunv glnnpse of distant hills J 

sketched part of the broken wall, which, by the by, did 
not seem to me nearly so thick as the walls of English 
castles. Then we returned through the gate, and I 
stopped, rather impatieutlv, under the hot sun, while 
J drew the outline of tho two round towers. This 
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done, we resumed our way homeward, after drinking 

from a very deep well uli.isc= by :1k: square tower of Philip 
le Bel. Thence we went mclling through the sunshine, 
which beat ii(i ward as |n! ilessly from lie white road as it 
blaaed downwards from Ihe sky 



Iftild tt' Angle! tree, Jitnr. W.Ik. — We left Avignon on 
Tuesday, 7th, and took the tail to Valence, where we 
arrived between four and live, and put up at the Hotel 
de la Toste, an ancient house, with dirty floors and dirt 
generally, but. otherwise comfortable enough. .... Val- 
ence is a stately old town, full of tall houses and irreg- 
ular streets. We found a cathedral there. not very large, 
but with a high ami venerable iulerior, a nave supported 
liy tali jii liars, from Ihe height of which spring arc lies. 
Tins loftiness is characteristic of I'rciicli churches, as 

distinguished from those of Italy We likewise 

saw, close by ihe cathedral, a large monument with four 
arched entrances meeting beneath a vaulted roof; but., 
on inquiry of an old priest and other persons, we could 
get no account- of it, except that it was a tomb, and of un- 
known antiquity. The architecture seemed classic, and 
yet it had some (nil hie peculiar! lie;., and it « as a reverend 
and beautiful object. Had I written up my journal while 
Ihe town was fresh in my remembrance, 1 might have 
found ninfili to describe; but a succession of other objects 
have obliterated most of the impressions I hare received 
here. Our railway ride to Valence was intolerably hot. 
I have felt nothing like it since leaving America, and 
that is so long ago that the terrible discomfort, was just 

as good as new 

We left Valence at four, and came that afternoon to 
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Lyons, still along the Rhone. Either the waters of this 
river assume a transparency in winter which they lose 

in summer, or I was mistaken in thinking 1lit:m transpar- 
ent on our former journey. They are now turbid; but 
the line does not suggest the idea of a miming mud- 
puddle, as the water of the Tiber does. No streams, 
however, are so beautiful in the quality of their waters 
as the clear, brown rivers of New England. The scen- 
ery ulonir this part of the Rhone, as we have found all 
tin way from .Marseilles, is very fine and impressive;, 
old villages, reeky cliffs, castellated sleeps, quaint cha- 
teaux, and a thousand other interesting objects. 

We arrived at Lvons at five o'clock, and went, to the 
Hotel de l'Univers, to which we had been recommended 
by our good hostess at Avignon. The day had become 

showery, but J and I strolled about a liltle before 

nightfall, and saw the genera! characteristics of the 
aspect, hardly 
streets of lofty 
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opposite side of the limme, where the site rises steep 
and high, there are structures of older date, that have 
an exceeding picturesque effect, looking down upon 
the narrow town. 

The next morning I went out with J" in quest of 

my bankers, and of the American Consul ; and as I had 
forgotten the directions of the waiter of the hotel, I of 
course went astray, and saw a good deal more of Lyons 

than 1 intended. In my wanderings T crossed the K.hone, 
and found myself in a portion of the city evidently much 
older than that with which J bad previously made ac- 
quaintance ; i] arrow, crooked, irregular, and rudely paved 
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streets, full of dingy business mid bustle, — tlic city, in 
short, as it existed ji century ago, and how imdi earlier 
I know not. Above vises Ihat lofty elevation of ground 
which I before noticed; and the glimpses of its stately 

old buildings through tlic openings of tlic street were 
very piel uresquc. Unless it be Edinburgh, I have not 
seen any other city that has such striking features. Al- 
together unawares, iniined'atr-iy ni'1 i-r ercs-iiug tb-,' bridge, 
we eame upon tlic cathedral ; and the grand, time-black- 
encd Gothic front, wtt.li its deeply arched entrances, 
seemed to me as irnod as anything I ever saw,- — un- 
expectedly more impressive than all the ruins of Rome, 
I could but merely glance at, its interior; so that its 
noble height, and venerable space, filled with the dim, 
consecrated light of pictured windows, recur to me as 
a vision. And it did me good to enjoy !lie awl'ulness 
and sanctity of Gothic archil cot ore again, after SO long 
shivering in classic porficos 

We now recrossed the river The Prank meth- 
ods and arrangements in matters of business seem to be 
excellent, so far as effecting the proposed object is Con- 
cerned; but there is such an inexorable succession of 
steel-wrought forms, that, life is noi long enough for so 
much accuracy. The stranger, (oo, goes blindfold thronjrh 
all these processes, not knowing what is to turn up next, 
till, when quite in despair, he suddenly linds his business 
mysteriously accomplished 

We left Lyons at four o'clock, taking the railway for 
Geneva. The scenery was very striking throughout, the 
journey: but I allowed the hills, deep valleys, high im- 
pending cliffs, and whatever else I saw along the road, te 
pass from me without an ink-Hot. We it-ached Geneva 

at nearly ten o'clock It is situated partly on low, 

flat, ground, bordering the lake, and behind tins level 
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space it rises by steep, painfully paved streets, some of 
which call hardly bo accessible by wheeled carriages. 
The prosperity of the town is indicated by a good many 
new ami splendid edifices, tor commercial and other pur- 
poses, in (he vicinity of the lake; hut intermixed with 
ihese thi're are many ipiaint. buildings of a stem gray 
color, and in a style of architect me that. I. prefer a thou- 
sand times to the monotony of Italian streets. Im- 
mensely high, red roni's, with windows in them, produce 
an ell'i'ei. that delights me. They are as ugly, perhaps, as 
can well he conceived, but very striking and individual. 
At each comer of these ancient houses frequently is a 
tower, the roof of which rises in a square pyramidal form, 
or, if the tower be round, in a round pyramidal form. 
Arched passag :s, gloomy and grimy, pass from one street 
to another. The lower town creeps with busy life, and 
swarms like an ant-hill; hut if you climb the half pre- 
cipitous streets, you find yourself amorg ancient and 
stately mansions, IiL-Ii roofed, with a strange aspect of 
grandeur about ilium, looking as if (hey might, still be 
tenanted by such old magnates us dwell in I hem centuries 
ago. There is also a cathedral, I lie older portion e\eced- 
ingly line ; hut it. has been adorned at some modern epoch 
with a Grecian periieo, — good in itself, hut, absurdly 
out of keeping with the ediliee which if prefaces. This 
being a 1' rot est ant country, rue doors were all shut,* — ail 
inhospitably that made me half a Calholie. It is funny 
enough that a stranger generally prolils by all that is 
worst for the inhabitants of the country where he himself 
is merely a visitor. Despotism makes things all the 
pleasanter for fhc stranger. Catholicism lends itself ad- 
mirably to bis purposes,- 

There are public gardens (one, at least) in Geneva. 
.... Nothing struck m." so much, I think, as the color 
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of tlit li.houe, as it flows under the bridges in llie lower 
town. It is absolutely miraculous, ami, beautiful as it is, 

suggests llu: id( : :L llial flic tubs of a tl sand dyers have 

emptied <!icir liquid indigo into t-lie stream. When once 
you have conquered and thrust out this idea, it is at] in- 
expressible delight to look down into this intense, brL^lit iy 
trausparenl blue, that liurries beneath you with the speed 
of a race-horse. 

The shops of Geneva are very templing to a traveller, 
bring lull of such little kniek-kiiaeks as la: would be <;k.d 
to carry away in memory of the place ; wonderful earr- 
ings i" wood and ivory, done villi exquisite taste and 
skill; jewelry that seems very cheap, but is doubtless 
dear euniigh, if you estimate it h\ llu: solid gold that 
goes into ils manufacture ; watches, above all things else, 
for a third or a quartet of the price that one pays in .Lug- 
laud, looking just as well, loo, and probably performing 
the whole of a watch's duty as uncritieisably. The Swiss 
people are frugal and inexpensive in their own habits, 1 
believe, plain and simple, mid careless of ornament; hut 
they seem to reckon on oilier people's spending a great 
deal of money for gewgaws. We bought some of their 

wooden trumpery, and likewise a wateh for I" 

Uext to watches, jewelry, and wood-curving, I should say 
that eigars were one of the principal articles of commerce 
in Geneva. Cigar-sliops present ihemselves at every-etep 
or two, and at. a reasonable rate, Ihere being no duties, I 
believe, on imported goods. There was no examination 
of our trunks on arrival, uor any questions asked on that 

VILLENEtJVE. 

llillel ib: Byron, June \Wi. — Yesterday afternoon 'we 
left Geneva by a steamer, starting from the quay at only 
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u shori dislauce from our hotel. The forenoon bud been 
showery; but the aim now came out very pleasantly, al- 
Ihough there were still ebuds and mist enough to give 
inimil.e variety to the mountain scenery. At the com- 
mencement of our voyage I lie scenery of (he lake was not 
ineoinparahly snpeiw io thai of other lakes on which I 
have sailed, as Lake Windermere, for instance, or Loch 
Lomond, or our own Lake Champlain. It cerfainly 
grew more grand and beautiful, however, till at louii-i.li 
I felt that I hod never seen anything worthy to be put 
beside it. The, southern shore has t.lie grandest scen- 
ery; the i^ivat lulls on iliat. side appearing close to tlie 
water's edge, and aflei- descending, with headlong slope, 
dii-eetly i'ruiii their rocky and snow-streaked summits 
down into the blue water. Our course lay nearer to the 
northern .shore, and all oar .st.oppiug-plaees were on that 
side. The first was Ooppet, where Madame de Stae! oi- 
lier falher, or both, were, either born or resided or died, I 
know not whieli, and eai-e very liitle. Il is a piei-iu-esque 
village, with an old chut'eb, and old, lush -roofed, red-- 
tiled houses, the whole looking as if nothing in it had 
been changed for many, many years. All Ihese villages, 
at several of which we slopped momentarily, look de- 
lightfully mnviofiifrcrl W recent fashions. There is the 
ehureh, with its tower erowued by a pyramidal roof, like 
an extinguisher ; then the chateau of l be former lord, half 
castle and half dwelling-house, with a round tower at 
each corner, pyramid tupped ;, then, perhaps, the ancient 
town-house or Tlolel de Ville, in an open paved square ; 
and perhaps the largesi mansion in the whole village will 
have been turned into a modern inn, hut retaining all its 
venerable characteristic.? of high, sleep sloping roof, and 
antiquated windows. Soulier a dnightfal shade of trees 
amom; tin: bouses, throw in a time-worn monument of 
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one kind or another, swell mil the delicious blue of (lie 
lake in front, mid Ihe delicious ■jii-cii of the sunny hillside 
sloping up iiud around Ibis rlnslv congregated neighbor- 
hood of old, comfortable houses, and I do noi know what 
more I can add to l.liis sketch. Often there was an insu- 
lated house or cottage, embowered in shade, and each 
seeming like the one only spot in the wide world where 
two people that, liiul good conseienv.es and loved each 
oilier could spend a happy life. Half-ruined towers, old 
historic ensiles, these, too, we saw. And all the while, 
on the other side of the hike, were the high hills, some- 
times dim, sometimes black, sometimes green, with gray 
precipices of stone, and oft.cn snow-patehes, right uljovo 
the warm sunny lake whereon we v,ere sidling. 

We passed Lausanne, which stands upward, on the 
slope of the bill, the tower of its cathedral forming a 
conspicuous object. We mean to visit this to-morrow ; 
so I may pretermit, further mention of it here. We 
passed Yevay and Chirens. which, mclhonght, was par- 
ticularly picturesque; for now ihe hills hud approached 
close to the water on the northern side also, and steep 
heights rose direeil.v above the little gra\ church and vil- 
lage i and especially I remember a rocky cliir which 
ascends into a rounded jivrnmid. insnJntvd from nil oilior 
peaks and ridges. But if I could perform the absolute 
impossibility of pitting one single outline of Ihe scmie 
into words, there would be all the color wanting, the 
light, the hn/e, which spiritualizes it, and moreover 
makes a thousand and a thousand scenes out of that 
single one. Chirms, houcver, has still another interest 
forme; for I found myself more affected by it, as the 
scene of the love of St. Preux and Julie, than I have 
often been by scenes of poetry and romance. J read 
Rousseau's romance with great sympathy, when I was 
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)iard:v more 1 1 1 rj.ii u boy ; It'll years afio, or tkei'eiibnuis, 
I tried to read it again without success ; but I think, 

from my feeling of yesterday, thiil il slih returns its hold 
upon my imagination. 

Karther onward, we saw a while, ancient. -looking group 
of towers, bsuciil.il a mountain, which was so high, and 
rushed so prccipilalcly down upon tins pile of building 
as quite to dwarf it, ; besides which, its dingy whitrness 
bad. not a very picturesque effect. Nevertheless, this 
M';is the Castle of Ohillou. It appears to sit, rigid iipnn 
the water, and dues not rise very loftily above it. I was 
disappunred in lis aspect, having imagined [his famous 
eastlii as situated upon a roek, a hundred, or, for aught 
I know, a thousand feet above the su;iaee of the lake ; 
but it is quite as impressive a fane ■ supposing it to lie 
true — that the water is fight; hundred feet deep at ils 
base. By tins time, the miuin'iiius liad luken [lie Ijcjii- 
tiful lake into their deepest heart; they girdled it .qui le 
round with their grandeur and beauty, and, being able to 
do no more for il, th:;y here wifliheld il. from extending 
any farther; and here our vojags Cams to an end. I 
have never beheld any scene so exquisite ; nor do I ask 
of heaven to show me any lovelier or nobler one, but 
only to give me such depth and breadth of sympathy 
with nature, that 1 m;iv worthily enjoy this. It is 
beauty more than enough for poor, perishable mortals, 
If this be earth, what must heaven be! 

It was nearly eight o'clock when we arrived ; and then 
we had a walk of at least a mile to the Hotel liyron. 
.... I forgot to mention that in the latter part of our 
voyage there was a shower in some part, of the sky, and 
though none of it fell upon us, we had (he beuent of 
those gentle tears in a rainbow, which arched itself 
across the lake from moUu:ain to iii:!iiulain, so that our 
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I rat-!, lay directly under [Lis 1r:i;aiphal arch. We took 
it as a good omen, nor were we discouraged, though, 
after tljo rainbow had vanished, a few sprinkles of tlie 
shower rame down. 

We found tin: Hotel liyrou very grand indeed, avid a 
good one too. There was a beautiful moonliglil on the 
lake and hills, but. we contented ourselves with looking 
out of our lolly window, whence, likewise, we had a side- 
long "lance at the while hatl lenient* of Chillon, not more 
than a mile off, on the water's edge. The eastle is wil- 
fully in need of a pedestal. If its site were elevated to a 
height. e<|iial to its own, it would make a far better 
appearance. As it. now is, it looks, ffi <.\>(:A jiluftMlliy nf 
what poetry has consecrated, when seen from Hie wafer, 
or along the shore of the lake, very like an old while- 
washed factory or mill. 

This morning I walked to the Caslle of Chillon with 

,T , who sketches everything lie sees, from a wild- 

llower or a earveil chair to a castle or a range of moun- 
tains. The morning had sunshine thinly scattered 
through it; but, never! lie less, there was a continual 
sprinkle, sometimes scarcely perceptible, and then again 
amounting to a decided drhv.le. The road, which is 
built along on a little elevation above the lake shore, led 
us past the Castle of Chillon; anil we took, a side-path, 
which passes still nearer the castle gale. The caslTe 
stands on an isthmus of gravel, permanently connecting 
it with the mainland. A wooden bridge, covered with a 
roof, passes from the shore to the arched entrance ; and 
benealh this shelter, which has wooden walls as well as 
root and floor, we san a soldier or gendarme who seemed 
to act as warder. As it sprinkled rather more freely 
than al first, 1 thought of appealing to his hospitality for 
shelter from the rain, but concluded to pass on. 
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The castle makes a far better appearance on a nearer 
view, and from tlie laud, than when seen at a distance, 
and from the water. It. is built of stone, and seems to 
have been atiejenr'y covered with pbislcr, which imparts 
the whiteness to which Hymn does imifli inure than jus- 
tice, when he speaks of ''Chilioo's snow-while battle- 
ments." There is a lofty external wall, with a cluster of 
round towers about it, each crowned with ils pyramidal 
roof of libs, and from the central portion of the castle 
rises a stpiarc tower, also crowned with its own pyramid 
to a considerably greater height Ihaii I In; eireinujaecnt 
ones. The whole are in a close cluster, and make a fine 
picture of ancient strength when seen at a proper prox- 
imity; for I do not think thai, distance adds anyl hing to 
the effect. There are hardly any windows, or few, and 
very small ones, except the loopholes for arrows and for 
the garrison of the easlle to peep from on the sides 
towards the wnler; imbed, (here are larger windows at 
least in tin; upper apartments ; but in that direction.no 
douht, the castle was considered impregnable. Trees 
here and there on the land side grow op against, tin: 
easr.b wall, on one part, of which, moreover, there was a 
grenn curtain of ivy spreading from base to battletneul. 
Tin: walls retain I heir machicolations, and 1 should pidge 
that nothing bid been .altered I, nor any more work been 
done upon Ihe old fortress Ihau to keep it in singularly 
good repair. 1.1 w;is formerly a c;;slb of (he Duke of 
Savoy, and since Ins sway over the country ceased (three 
hundred years at least ), it has been in the hands of the 
Swiss government, who still keep some arms and ammu- 
nition there. 

We passed on, and found the view of it better, as we 
thought, from a farther point along the road. The rain- 
drops began to spatter down faster, and we took shelter 
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under an impend in™ precipice, whore the ledge of rock 
had been blasted and hewn away lo form the road. Our 
refuge was not a very convenient and comfortable one, so 
wu took advantage of the partial cessation of the shower 
to turn homeward, but had not gone far when we met 
mamma and all her train. As we wore close by l lie castle. 
entrance, we thought it advisable to seek admission, 
though rather doubtful whether the Swiss gendarme 
might not deem it a sin lo let us into the castle on Sun- 
day, But he very readily admitted tis under liis covered 
drawbridge, ami called an old man from within the for- 
tress to show us whatever was to be seen. This latter 
personage was a staid, raliier grim, and Calvinistic-lnok- 
ing old worth; ; hut he received us wi! hour, sornp'e, and 
forthwith proceeded to usher us into a range of most 
dismal dungeons, extending along the basement, of tin: 
castle, on a level with (.lie surface of the lake. First, if I 
remember aright, we came to what he said had been a 
chapel, and which, at all events, looked like an aisle of 
one, or rather such a crypt as 1 have seen beneath a 
cathedral, being a succession of massho pillars support- 
ing groined arches, — a very admirable piece of gloomy 
Golluc architecture. N'ext. wr came to a very dark com- 
partment, of the same dungeon range, where he pointed lo 
a sort of bed, or what might, serve for a bed, hewn in the 
solid rock, and this, our piide said, had been the last 
s'l-epnig-jiiae;' of condemned prisoners on the- nigh' before 
their execution. The next compartment was still dus- 
kier and dismallcr than the lasi, and he hade us cast, our 
eyes up into the obscurih and see a beam, where the 
condemned ones used to be hanged. I looked and 
looked, ami closed my eyes so as to sec the clearer in this 
horrible duskiness on opening them again. Finally, I 
thought I discerned the accursed beam, and the rest of 
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the party were C:l'H.:i:li that they saw it. Next bejoud 
this, 1 think, was a stone staircase, steep, rudely cut, 
and tmrrow, down which the condemned were brought 
to death ; ami beyond this, sliil ■ j :i the same basement 
range of ilie castle, a low ami narrow j corridor] through 
which w-e passed and saw a row of seven, massive pillars, 
supporting two parallel scries of groined arches, like 
those in the chapel which we first, entered. This was 
Bouuivard's prison, and the scene of Byron's poem. 

The arches are dimly lighted by narrow loopholes, 
pierced through the immensely thick wall, but at such a 
height above the Hour that we could catch no glimpse of 
laud or water, or scarcely of the sky. The prisoner of 
Chillon could not possibly have seen the island to which 
livron alludes, and which is a little way from the shore, 
cxaetlv opposite, the town of Yillcneuve. There was 
light enough in litis hm.tr, gray, vaulted room, to show us 
that all ilic pillars were inscribed with tin: names of vis- 
itors, among which I saw no interesting one, except that 
of Byron himself, which is cut, in letters an inch long or 
more, into one of the pillars next to that to which Iton- 
uivurd was chained. The letters are deep enough to re- 
main in the pillar as long as the castle stands. Byron 
seems to have had a fancy for recording his name in this 
and similar ways ; as witness the record which I saw ou 
a tree of Newstead Abbey. In Bonniv-ard's pillar there 
still remains an iron ring, at the height, of perhaps three 
feet from the ground. His chain was fastened to this 
ring, and his nulv frreilom was to w;dk I'Taml this pillar, 
about which lie is said to have worn a path in the stone 
pavement, of the dungeon ; but as the floor is now cov- 
ered with earth or gravel, I could not satisfy myself 
whether this he true. Certainly six years, with nothing 
else to do in them save to walk round the pillar, might 
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well suiliec lo wear away the rock, even with naked feet. 
This column, and all the columns, were cut mid hewn in 
it good style of architecture, and the dungeon arches are 
not. without a certain gloomy beauty. On liounivard's 
pillar, as well as on all the rest, were many names in- 
scribed ; hut 1 thought better of Byron's delicacy and 
sensitiveness for not cutting his name into that very pil- 
lar. Perhaps, knowing nothing of Bonuivard's story, he 
did not know to which column lie was chained. 

.Emerging from the dungeon-vaults, our guide led us 
through other pavls of the nasi It, showing us the Duke 
of Savoy's kitchen, with a li replace at least twelve feet 
long; also the judgmenl-hall, or some such place, hung 
round with the coats of arms of some officers or other, 
and having at one end a wooden post, reaching front 
floor to ceiling, and having upon it the marks of fire. 
By means of this post, coiit.umiiciou.s prisoners were put 
to a dreadful torture, being drawn up by cords and pul- 
leys, while their limbs were scorched by a fire under- 
neath. We also saw a chapel or two, one of which is 
still iii good anil sane! died eimdiiion, and was to be used 
this very day, our guide told us, for religious purposes, 
We saw, moreover, the Duke's private chamber, with a 
part of the bedstead on which lie used to sleep, and be 
haunted with horrible dreams, no doubt, and the ghosts 
of wrtlchts whom he had unrated and hanged ; liktwkt 
the bedchamber of his duchess, that had in its window 
two stone scats, where, directly over the head of Bonni- 
vard, the dueal pair might look out on the beautiful scene 
of lake and mountains, and I'tel the warmth of the blessed 
sun. Under this window, the guide said, the water of 
the lake is tight hundred feet in depth ; an iinnicu.se pro- 
fundity, indeed, fur an inland hike, but it. is not very dif- 
ficult to believe ihat the mountain at the foot of which 



by Google 



250 FRENCH AND ITALIAN NOTE-BOOKS. [1859. 

Chilbn stands may descend so far beneath the water. 
In other parts of the lake and not distant, mote than nine 
bandied fi.ci. have been sounded. I looked out of the 
duchess's window, and could certainly see no appearance 
of a bottom in tlic light blue water. 

The last tiling thai lln: guide showed us was a trap- 
door, or opening, beneath a crazy old lloor. Looking 
down into this aperture we saw three stone steps, which 
we should liave taken to he tlie beginning of a flight of 
stairs that descended into a dungeon, or scries of dun- 
ccons. such as we bad already seen. But inspecting 
them more closely, we saw thai the third step terminated 
the flight, and beyond was a dark vacancy. Three 
steps a. person would grope down, plant ing his uncertain 
foot on a dimly seen stone; the fourth step would be 
iu the empty air. The guide told us that it used to "be 
l be practice to brins; prisoners hither, under pretence of 
committing (hem to a dungeon, and make them go down 
the three steps and that fourth fatal one, and they would 
never more be heard of; but at the bottom of the pit 
there would be a dead body, and iu due lime a mouldy 
skeleton, which would rattle beneath the body of the 
next, prisoner that fell. 1 do not believe that it was 
anything more- than a secret dungeon for state prison- 
ers whom it was out of the question either to set at 
liberty or bring to public trial. The depth of the pit 
was about forty-five feet. Ga/.iug intently down, I saw 
a faint gleam of light, at the bottom, apparently coining 
from some other aperture than the trap-door over which 
we were bending, so that it. must have been contemplated 
In supply it. with light, an J air in such degree as to sup- 
port human life. U declared she saw a skeleton 

at the bottom ; Miss S thought she saw a hand, but 

I saw only the dim gleam of light. 
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There are two or three courts in the castle, but of 
no great size. We were now led across one of them, 

ami dismissed out of (lie arched entrance by -which we 
had come in. We found the gendarme still keeping 
watch on his rooted drawbridge, and as there was the 
same gentle shower thai had been effusing ilseif all the 
morning, we avaiied ourselves of the shelter, more espe- 
cially as there were some curiosities to examine. These 
consisted chiclh of wood-earrings. - such as little fig- 
ures in the national costume, boxes willi wreaths of foli- 
age upon t.liein, paper knives, tlie chamois goal, admirably 
well represented. We at first hesitated to make any 
advances towards trade with the gendarme because it- 
was Sunday, and we fancied there might be a Calvinislic 
scruple on his pari, about- turning a penny on (lie Sab- 
bath ; but, from (lie little I know of the Swiss character, 
1 suppose they would be as ready as any other men to 
sell, not only .sueli matters, bat even their own souls, or 
any smaller — or shall wc say greater — thing on Sun- 
day or at any other time. So we began to ask the prices 
of the articles, and met. with no difficulty in purchasing 
a salad spoon and fork, wilh pretty bas-relief* carved on 
the handles, and a napkin-ring. Tor Rosebud's and our 
amnseiiieul, the gendarme now set a musical box a-going ; 
and as it played a pasteboard figure of a dcntisl began 
to pull the tooth of a pasicbo.anl patient, lifting the 
wretched simulacrum entirely from the ground, and 
keeping him in this horrible torture for half an bout. 

Meanwhile, mamma, Miss Shepard, 17 — — , and J 

sat down all in a row on a bench and sketched the 
mountains; and as the shower did not cease, though 
(he sun most of the lime shone brightly, ihey were kept 
aelual prisoners of Chillon much longer than we wished 
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We look advantage of the first cessation, — though 
still the drops came dimpling into the water that rip- 
ploel against the pebbles beneath the bridge, — of the 
first partial cessation of tin: shower, to escape, and re- 
turned towards tin: hotel, with iliis kindliest of summer 

rains falling upon us most of the way In the 

afternoon the rain entirely ceased, and llie weather grew 
delightfully radiant, and wanner than could well be 

borne in the sunshine. U and I walked to the 

village of Yillenenve, — a mile from the hotel, — and 
found a very coninujii|)lace little old I own of one or two 
streets, standing on a level, aud as uninteresting as if 
there were not a hill within a hundred miles. It is 
strange what prosaie lines men thrust in amid the 
poetry of nature 

Hotel <le VAngldfri-p, Gi-ar.ai, ./km 14M, — Yesterday 

morning was very line, and we had a pretty early break- 
fast at Hotel iivron, preparatory to leaving it. This 
hotel is on a magnificent stale of height and breadth, its 
slaireii^ci and eoiTiilnrs being the most spacious I have 
seen ; but there is a kind of meagreness iu the life 
there, and a certain lack of heartiness, that prevented 
us from feeling at home. We were- giad to get away, 
and took the steamer on our return voyage, in excellent 
spirits. Apparently it bad been a cold night in the 
upper regions, for a great, deal more snovv was visible 
on some of llie mountains llnni we had before observed ; 
es;ieeialk a :uountaiii called " Diablcries " presented a 
silver summit, and broad sheets and fields of SHOW. 
JN'oHiiiig ever can have been more beautiful than those 
groups of mighty hills as we saw them then, with the 
gray rocks, the green slopes, the white snow-patches and 
crests, all to be seen at one glance, and the mists aud 
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flwov clouds tumbling, rolling, hovering about tlieir 
suiiimil.il, lilling their kiiiv valleys, and coining down far 
towards the lower world, making the skyey aspects so 
intimate with the earthly ones, that wo hardly hiic.w 
whelher we wort: sojourning in the material or spiritual 
world. It wus like sailing ihrough the sky, moreover, 
to be borne along on such water as that, of Lake j .email, 
— the bluest, brightest, and profoutidest element, the 
most radiant eye thai the dull earth ever opened lo see 
heaven withal. I am writing nonsense, l:nl il is because 
no sense within my mind will answer the purpose. 

Some of these mountains, that looked at no such 
mighty distance, were al least forty or fitly miles off, and 
appeared as if they were near neighhors and friends of 
other mountains, from which they were really still farther 
removed. The relations into which distant points are 

brought, ilia view of mountain set ry, .symbolize the truth 

which we can never judge within our partial scope of 
vision, of the relations which we bear to our fellow-crea- 
tures and human circumstances. These mighty moun- 
tains think that I hey have nothing to do wilh one another, 
each seems itself its own centre, and existing for itself 
alone ; and yet to an eye that can take tlieni all ill, they 
are evidently portions of one grand and beautiful idea, 
which could not lie consummated without the lowest and 
the loftiest of them. I do not express this satisfactorily, 
but have a genuine meaning in it. nevertheless. 

We, passed again by Ghillon, and gazed at it as long as 
it was distinctly visible, though the water view does no 
justice to its real piotuivsqurness, there being no towers 
nnr projections on the side towards the lake, nothing but 
a wall of dingy white, with an iinlrututhm thai looks some- 
thing like a gateway. About an hour and a half brought 
us to Ouehy, the point where p;r=s( ugcrs land to take the 
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omnibus to Lausanne. The ascent from Ouehy to Lau- 
sanne is a mile and a half, which it tank the omnibus nearly 
hiilf an bouv to accomplish. TY~e left our shawls and car- 
pal -bugs in tlie siilh- a uiu-iiijef of the Hotel I'tincou, and 
set forth to find the cathedral, the pinnacled tower of 
which is visible for a long distance up and down the hike. 
Prominent as it. is, however, it it bj no means very easy 
to find it while rambling through the intricate streets 
and declivities of the town itself, for Lausanne is l!ie 
town, I should fancy, in all (he world the most ddhciilt (0 
go directly from one point to another. It is built on 
the declivity of a hi!!, ad;>wn which run several valleys or 
ravines, and over these the contiguity of houses extends, 
so that the conunnnlealion is kept up by means of steep 
streets and sometimes long weary stairs, which must be 
surmounted and descended again in. accomplishing a very 
moderate distance. In some inscrutable way we at, last 
n-rrived at the cnlhedral, which stands on a higher site 
than any other in Lausanne, It his a very venerable 
exterior, wil.li all the Gothic grandeur which arched mul- 
lioned windows, deep portal, buttresses, towers, and pin- 
nacles, gray with a thousand years, can give to architec- 
ture. After waiting awhile we obtained entrance by means 
of an old woman, who acted the part of sacristan, and 
was then showing the church to some other visitors. 

The interior disappointed us; not but. what it. was very 
beautiful, but .1 think the excellent repair that it was in, 
and the Puritanic neatness with which it is kept, does 
much towards clTaeiug t he majesty and mystery that be- 
long to an old church, livery inch of every wall and col- 
umn, and all the mouldings and tracery, and every scrap 
of grotesque carving, had been washed with a drab mix- 
ture. There were likewise seats all up and down the 
nave, made of pine wood, and looking very new and neat, 
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just such seats iis I shall see in ii luiudrecl inr-e^ Liit^ houses 

(if ever I go into so many) in America. Whatever midit 
be t he reason, t he stately nave, with its high groined roof, 
tlii! clustered columns and lofty pillars, llie intersect ing 
arclies of the side-aisles, the clinic, the armorial and 
knightly tombs (liai. surround what was once tlie high 
altar, all prod need far lest cilccl than 1 eouid have thought 
beforeband. 

As it happened, we had more ample lime and freedom 
to inspect this cathedral than any oilier that we have 
visited, for the old woman consented to go away and 
leave ns there, locking the door behind her. The others, 
except Koscbud, sat. down to sketch such portions as 
struck their fancy ; and for myself, 1 looked at the monu- 
ments, of which some, being those of old knights, ladies, 
bishops, and a king, were curious from their antiquity ; 
and others are interesliui_- as bearing memorials of Eng. 
iish people, who have died at Lausanne in comparatively 
recent years. Then I went up into the pulpit, and tried, 
without success, to gel. into the stone gallery that runs 
all round the nave; and I explored my way into various 
side apartments of the cathedral, which 1 found filled up 
with scats for Sabbath schools, perhaps, or possibly lor 
meetings of elders of llie Church. I opened the great 
Bible of the church, and found it (o be a Ifrcuch version, 
printed at Lilie some fifty years ago. There was also a 
liturgy, adapted, probably, to the Lutheran form of wvv- 
sllip. Ill oiie of the side apartments I found a strong 
box. heavily clamped will) iron, and having a contrivance, 
like the hopper of a mill, by which money could he turned 
into the top, while a double lock prevented its being ab- 
stracted again. This was to receive the avails of con- 
tributions made in the church : and (here were likewise 
boxes, stuck on the rails of iong poles, wherewith llie 
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deacons could go round anions ;.in; worshippers, con- 
veniently extending the beggiug-bo\ to the remotest cur- 
mudgeon among ilium all. 1'i'oin the arrangement, of the 
seats in the nave, and tiiB labels pasted or painted on 
tliem, 1 judged thai the women sat mi one side and the 
men on the oilier, and the stats for various orders of 
magistrates, and for ccclcsiaslical and collegiate people, 

were likewise marked out. 

I soon grew weary of these investigations, and so did 

Rosebud and J , who essayed to amuse themselves 

with running raees together over the horizontal tomb- 
stones in the pavement ot' the choir, treading remorse- 
lessly over the noseless cfiigies of old dignitaries, who 
never expected to Ix; so irroverenlly treated. I put, a 
stop to their sport, and banished them to different parts 
of the cathedral; and by and by, the old woman ap- 
peared again, and released us from durante 

While waiting for our ili-jmaer, we saw the people 
dining al the regular l/il/ln H'/irite of the hotel, and the 
idea was strongly borne in upon me, that the professional 
mystery of a male wailer is a very unmanly one. It is 
su absurd to sec the solemn utlculivoiicss will: which (hey 
stand behind the chairs, the earnestness of their watch 
for any crisis that may demand l.licir interposition, the 
gravity of their manner in performing some little office 
that, the guest might better do for himself, (heir decorous 
and soft steps; in short, as I sat and gazed at them, 
they seemed l.o me not- real men, but creatures with a 
clerical aspect, engendered out of a very artificial slate 
of society. When they are waiting on myself, they do 
not appear so absurd; it is necessary to stand apart in 
order to see them properly. 

We left Lausanne — which was to us a tedious and 
wean place — before four o'clock. I should have liked 
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veil enough to see tlit house of Uibbou, am) the garden 
in which he walked, aticr blushing "The Decline ami 
Fall"; but it could not be done without some trouble 
and inquiry, ami as the house did not conic to see me, 
T determined not to go and see the house. There was, 
indeed, a mansion of somewhat antique respectability, 
Hear our hotel, having a garden and a shaded terrace 
behind it, which would have answered accurate!; enough 
to the idea of Gibbon's residence. Perhaps it was so; 
far more probably not. 

Our former voyages had been taken in Hie Hirmdelle ; 
we. now, .after broiling for some time ill the sunshine by 
the lakeside, got on board of the Aii/le, No. 2. There 
were a good many passengers, the larger proportion of 
whom seemed to be English and American, and among 
the latter a large parh of lalkuiive ladies, old and young. 
The voyage was pleasant while we were protected from 
the sun by the awning overhead, bnl became scarcely 
agreeable when the sun had descended so low as to 
shine in our faces or on our backs. We looked earnestly 
tor Mont Biano, which ought to have been visitile daring 
a large part of our course; hut the clouds gathered 
themselves hopelessly over the portion of the sky where 
the great mountain lifted his white peak; and we did 
not .see it, and probably never shall. As to the meaner 
mountains, there were enough of them, and beautiful 
enough; but we were a little weary, and feverish with 

the beat I think I had a head-ache, Ihough it is 

so unusual a complaint with me, that I hardly know it 
when it comes. He were none of ns sorry, therefore, 
when the Eayle brought us to the quay of Geneva, only 
a short distance from our hotel 

To-day I wrote to Mr. Wilding, requesting him to 
secure passages for us from Liverpool on the 15th of 
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next month, or 1st of August. It makes my heart tlirill, 
half pleasantly, half otherwise ; so muck nearer does this 
step seem to bring ili.it koine whence I have now been 
absent six years, and which, when J sec it again, may 
turn out to be not my home any longer. 1 likewise 
wrote to Be.iuoeh, though I know not bis present ad- 
dress; but I should deeply grieve In leave England with- 
out seeing him. He and Henry Bright, arc Hie only two 
men in England to whom I shall lie much grieved to bid 
farewell; but lo ihe island itself I einnoi bear lo say 
that word as a finality. I shall dreamily hope to com:' 
bach again at some indefinite time ; raiher foolishly per- 
haps, for it will tend to take (he substance out of my life 
in my own land. But this, I suspect, is apt to be the 
penally of those who stay abroad and stay too long, 



ITnlcl Wkrsler, June 22V. - We arrived at this hotel 
last, evening from Paris, and hud ourselves on (lie borders 
of the Pelit Quay Notre Dame, with steamers and boats 
right under our windows, and all sorts of dock-business 
going on briskly. There are barrels, bales, and crates 
of goods; there are old iron cannon for posts; in short, 
all that belongs lo the Wapping of a greal .seaport. 
.... The American partialities of the guests [of this 
hotel j are nonsuited by the decorations of Ihe parlor, in 
which hang two lithographs and colored views of New 
York, from Brooklyn and from Weehawken. The 
fashion of the house is a sort of nondescript mixture of 
Frank, English, and American, and is not disagreeable 
to us after our weary experience of Continental life. 
The abundance of the food is very acceptable in compar- 
ison with the meagreuess of French and Italian meals; 
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and last evening we supped nobly on cold roast beef and 
ham, set generously before us, in the muss, instead of 
being doled out in slices few and thin. The waiter lias 
a kindly sort, of maimer, and resembles the steward of a 
vessel rather than a landsman ; and, in short, everything 
here has undergone a change, uhieh might admit of very 
elTcetivc description. J. may now as well give up all at- 
tempts at journalizing. So I shall say nothing of our 

journey across Kranee from Geneva To-night we 

shall take oar departure in a steadier for .Southampton, 
whence we shall go to London; thence, in a week or 
two, to Liverpool ; thence to Hoston ami Concord, (here 
to enjoy — if enjoyment it prove — a little rest and a 
sense that we are at borne. 

:_\[oro than four months were now taken up in writing 
"The Marble i'ann," in great, part at the seaside 1own 
of Ilcdear, Yorkshire, Mr. Hawthorne baring concluded 
to remain anolher year in Ijtglaud. eiiielly to accomplish 
that, romance. In iiedear, where In; remained til: Sep- 
tember or Oelober, lie wrote no journal, but only the 
book. He then went, lo Leamington, where he finished 
"The Marble Fan a "in March, and there is a little jour- 
nalizing soon after leaving Kedcar. — Ed.] 

ENl'.T.AKD. 

Leamington, Korenihi't 1 \!k, 1S.VJ. — -J and I 

walked to Lillingl.on the oilier day. lis little ehureh 
was undergoing renovation when we were here two 
years ago. and now seems to be quite renewed, with the 
e\erplion of its square, gray, butt lenient ed tower, which 
has still the aspect of unadulterated antiquity. On Sat- 
urday J— —and I walked to Warwick by the old road, 
passing over the bridge of the Avon, within view of the 
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castle. It is as fine a piece of ICusrlisli scenery as exists 
anywhere, — the quiet Jill It; river. shadowed with droop- 
ing trees, and. in ils visln, the gray lowers iiini lour; hue 
of window.'; of the lordly CEisl.lt:, with a picturesquely 
varied outline; ancient strength, a lirtle softened by 

decay 

The town of Warwick, I think, has been considerably 
modcrni/cd since i first saw il . Tilt; wliole of tlie cen- 
tral portion of the principal street now looks modern, 
with its stuccoed or brink fronts of houses, and, in many 
eases, handsome shop windows. Leicester Hospital and 
its adjoining chapel still look venerably antique; and so 
does a gateway thai half bestrides the street. Beyond 
these two points on either side it. lias a irmcli older 
aspect. The modem signs heighten the antique im- 
pression. 

February ~>th, 1SG0. — Mr. and Mrs. Bennocli are stay- 
ing for a little while at Mr. B 's at Coventry, and 

Mr. B called upon us the other day, with Mr. Beu- 

notii, and invited us to go and see tilt: lions of Coventry ; 
so yesterday U and I went. It was not my first 

visit, therefore f have little or nothing to record, unless 

it were to describe a ribbon -factory iulo which Mr. B ■ 

took us. But I have no comprehension of machinery, 
and have only a confused recollection of an edifice of four 
or five slories, on each floor of which were rows of huge 
machines, all busy wilh llicir iron hands and joints in 
turning out, delicate ribbons. It was very curious and 
unintelligible lo ine (o observe how they caused different 
colored pallerus In appear, and even itowcr.s to blo-soiu, 
on the plain surface of a ribbon. Some of the designs 
wort: pretty, and I was told that one manufacturer pays 
£ SOU annually to French artists (or artisans, for I do 
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not know whether tiiey have a conne-cliim with higher 
ml) merely for new patterns of ribbons. The fjiglish 
find it. impossible to supply themselves with tasteful pro- 
ductions of this sort merely from tin: resources of ihsgli-h 
fancy. If au Englishman possessed lite artistic facility 
to the degree requisite to produce such things, ho would 
doubtless think himself a great artist, and scorn to devote 
himself to these humble purposes. i'.\<.-r\ Frenchman is 
probably more of an artist titan one Englishman in a 
thousand. 

We ascended In the very toot' of the limtnry, sirsrS gazed 
thence over smoky Coventry, which is now a town of 
very considerable size, and nip idly on the increase. Tlte 
three I'atii'.ms spires rise out of the midst, that of St. 
Miehae! being the- tallest and very beautiful. Had the 
day been clear, we should have had a wide view on all 
sides; for "Warwickshire, is well laid out for distant pros- 
peels, if you can only gain u little elevation from which 
to see them. 

Descending from the roof, we next went to see Trinitv 
Church, which has just come through an entire process 
of renovation, whereby much of its pristine beauty has 
doubtless been restored; hot its venemble awlidness is 
greatly impaired. We went into three churches, and 
found that they had all been subjected to the same pro- 
cess. It would be nonsense to regret it, because the 
very existence of these old edifices is involved in their 
being renewed ; hot it. certainly does deprive them of a 
groat, part, of fheir charm, and puts one in miiul of wigs, 
padding, mul id I sneli devices for giving decrepitude flic 
aspect of youth. In the pavement of the nave and aisles 
there are worn tombstones, with defaced inscriptions, and 
discolored marbles affixed against the widl ; monuments, 
too, where a mediaeval man and wife sleep side by side 
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on a marble slab; and other tombs so old that, the in- 
scriptions arc quite gone, Over sin arch, in one of tlie 
churches, there was a fresco, so old, dark, faded, and 
blackened, (bat I found it impossible- to make out a 
single ligurc or Hie slightest liinl of the design. On the 
whole, idler seciog the elm relies of Italy, I was nol great- 
ly impressed wii.li lliese attempts lo renew the ancient 
beauty of old flnglish minsters; il would be belter to 
preserve as sedulously ns possible ilicir aspect of decay, 
in which consists the principal eliarm 

On our way to Mr. B 's house, we looked into the 

quadrangle of a eliarify-school and old men's hospital, 
and afterwards slopped in 1.0 a larsre Uornan (.'uthnlic 
church, ereel.ed within these few years past, and closely 
imilalhig (he mcdiaival architecture and arrangements. 
If is strange wind a pla\ tiling, a trifle, an miserious all'air, 
this imitative spirit, makes of a huge, ponderous edifice, 
which if it had really been built five hundred years ago 
would have been worthy of all respect. 1 think the 
time must soon eurne when this sort of filing will be held 
in utmost scorn, until the. lapse of time shall give it 
a claim to respeel. lint, met.hinks, we had better strike 
out any kind of arehit.ee lure, .so it. be our own, however 
wretched, than finis tread back upon the past, 

Mr. B— now conducted us to bis residence, which 
stands a little, beyond liie outskirts of the city, on the 
declivity of a hill, and in so windy a spot that, as lie 
assured me, the very plants are blown out of the ground. 
lie pointed to two maimed trees whose tops were blown 
oil' by a irule two or three years since; hut the foliage 
still covers their shnrli-ned summits in summer, so that 
he does not think it desirable to cut them down. 

In America, a man of Mr. B 's property would take 

upon himself the slate and dignify of a millionnaire. It 
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is a blessed thing in England, Hint money gives a man 
im pretension's to rank, and dors not. bring the responsi- 
bilities of a great, position. 

We found three or ioiu- gentlemen to meet us at dinner, 
— a Mr. D— and a Mr. B— , an author, having writ- 
ten a hook called " Tlie Philosophy of Necessity," and is 
acquainted witii Emerson, who spent two or three days 
at his bouse ivlicn last in England, lie was very kindly 
appreciative of my own productions, as was also Ins wife, 
next to whom I sat at dinner. She talked to me about 
the author of "Adam Bede," whom she has known 

Ultimately all her life Miss Evans (who wrote 

"Adam Bede ") was the daughter of a steward, and 
gained her exact knowledge of English rural life by the 
connection with which this origin brought licr willi the 
farmers. She was entirely self-educated, mid has made 
herself an admirable scholar m classical as well as in 
modem languages. Those who knew her had always 
recognized her w ouderfui endowments, ami only watched 
to sec in -what ivsiv limy wot;!d d'velup themselves. She 
is a person of the simplest manners and character, amia- 
ble and unpretending, and Mrs. B spoke of her with 

great, alt'cction and respect Mr. B— , our host, 

is an extremely sensible man; and it is remarkable how 
many sensible men there are in England, — men who 
have read and thought, and can develop very good 
ideas, not. exactly original, yet so much the product 
of their own minds that they can fairly call them their 



February \%th.— .... This present month has been 

somewhat less disma! t.han the preceding ones: there 
have been sonic sunny and breezy days when there was 
life in the air, nlfui'ding something like enjoyment in a 
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March Ylth. — J and I walked to Warwick yes- 

tardiiy forenoon, and went into Si. ilary's Church, to 

see the Beauchtimp chapel On one side of it 

were some worn steps ascending to a confessional, where 
(lie priest used to sit, while the penitent, in the body of 
tlie cliurch, poured his sins Ihroisjdia perforated auricle 
into this unseen receptacle. The sexton showed us, loo, 
a very old chest which had been found in the burial 
vault, with some ancient armor stored away in it. Three 
or four helmets of rusty iron, one of them barred, the 
last with visors, and all iutolcfab'.y weighty, were ranged 
in a row. What beads those must, have been that could 
bear such inassivencss ! On one of the helmets was a 
wooden erest — some bird or other — that of itself 
weighed several pounds 
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J/u-ii i'.l'L — TTe have been here sevcial weeks. . . .-. 
Had I seen Bath earlier in my English life, I might have 
written many pages about, it, for il is really a picturesque 
and interesting city. It is completely sheltered in the 
lap of hills, the sides of the valley rising steep and 
high from the level spat on wliich it stands, and through 
which runs the muddy litiie stream of the Avon. The 
older part of the town is on the level, and the more 
modern grow-ill — the growth oi' more than a hundred 
years — climbs higher and higher up the hillside, till the 
upper streets are very airy and lofty. The houses arc 
built almost entirely of llalh stone, which in time loses 
its original bull' color, anil is darkened by age and coal- 
smoke into a dusky gray ; but still the city looks clean 
and pure as compared with most oilier English towns. 
In its architecture, it has somewhat of a Tari-inn as- 
pect, the houses having roofs vising steep from their 
high fronls, wbioii are ofien adorned with pillars, pilas- 
ters, and other good devices, so that you see it to be a 
town built with some general idea of beauty, and not 
for business. There are Circuses, Crcscenls, Terraces, 
Parades, and all such line names as we have become 
familiar wis n at Lcaiuiiiglon. mid oilier vraterhig-plaees, 
The declivity of most of the streets keeps them remark- 
ably clean, and they are paved in a very comfortable 
way, with large blocks of stone, so that the middle of 
the street is generally practicable to walk upon, although 
the sidewalks leave no temptation so to do, being of 
generous width, tn many alleys, and round about the 
abbey and other edifices, the pavement is of square 
flags, like those of Tloreucc, and as smooth as a palace 
floor. On the whole, I suppose there is no place in 



by Google 



266 FKENCH AMD ITALIAN NOTE-BOOKS. [I860. 

England where a retired mail, with a moderate income, 
could live so tolerably as at Bath; it being almost a 
city in size and social advantages ; quite so, indeed, if 
eighty thousand people make a city, — arid yet having 
no annoyance of business nor spirit of worldly sltugg'e. 
All modus of eoioyaii.nl that English people like may lie 
had here; and even the climate is said to be milder 
than elsewhere in England. How tins may be, I know 
not ; Vint we have rain or passing showers almost every 
day since we arrived, and i suspect llie surrounding hills 
are just about of that ineonveoient height, that keeps 
Catching clouds, anil compelling them to squee/.e out their 
moisture 141011 the iueliided valley. The air, however, 

certainly is preferable to that of Leamington 

There are no antiquities except the abbey, which hag 
not the interest of many other English churches and 
cathedrals. In the midst of the old part of the town 
stands the house which was formerly Beau Xash'.s rcsi 
dence, bat which is now pari of the establishment of an 
ale-merchant. The edifice is a tall, but rather mean- 
looking, stone building, wil.li the entrance from a little 
side court, which is so cumbered with empty beer-barrels 
as hardly to afford a passage. The doorway has some 
architectural pretensions, being pillared and with some 
sculptured devices — whether lious or winged heraldic 
monstrosities T forget — on the pediment. Within, there 
is a small entry, not large enough to be termed a hall, 
and a staircase, with carved balustrade, ascending by 
angular turns and square landing-places. For a long 
course of years, ending a little more than a century ago, 
princes, nobles, and all the great and beautiful people of 
old times, used to go up thai staircase, to pay their re- 
spects to the King of Bath. On the side of the house 
there is a marble slab inserted, recording that here he 
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resided, and Unit lie re lie died in l'/i>7. between eighty 
and ninety years of age. My first acquaintance witli 
]iim was in Smollett's " Roderick liandom,'' and I have 
met liim in a hundred other novels. 

His marble statue is in a niche at one end of the 
■Treat pump-room, in wig, square-skirled coat. Happed 
waistcoat., and all the queer costume of the period, still 
looking; gliost-hko upon 1 1 n ■ scene where lie used to be 
an amor-rat. Marble is not a good material tor Beau 
Nash, htm i'i er , or, if so, i: requires coior to set liiin elf 
adequately 

It is usual in Bath to see 1 lie old sign of the checker- 
board on the doorposts of taverns. It was originally a 
token that (lie frame might be played there, and is now 
merely a tavern-sigu. 

LONDON. 

31 Hertford Street, May/air, May l&h, 1800. —I 

eame hither from Bath on the Mill, and am staying with 
my friends, Mr. and Mrs. Motley. I would gladly jonr- 
ii.'siiitt some of in v proceedings, and describe things anil 
people ; but I find the same coldness and stiffness in my 
pen its nlwavs since our return i.o I'.naland. I dined « it h 
the Motleys at Lord Dufferiu's, on Monday evening, and 
there met, among a few other notable people, the Hon- 
orable Mrs, Norton, a dark, comely woman, who doubt- 
less was once most charming, and still has charms, at 
above fifty years of age. In fact, I should not have taken 
her to be greatly above thirty, I bough she seems to use 
no art to make herself look younger, and talks about her 
time of life, without any sqneamisbness. Her voice is 
very agreeable, having a sort of iniiflled quality, which is 
excellent in woman. She is of a very cheerful temper- 
ament, and so has borne a great many troubles without 
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